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TO MY FRIENDS 

No treasures of an earthly store^ 

Nor costly gifts we bring. 
But con with care these pages o'er, 

And find our offering. 

This book is but the index hand, 

These lines the avenues. 
That lead where wealth is through the land 

Distilled like evening dews. 

The wealth of love, that's richer far 

Than any mine of gold. 
For like the beauteous evening star. 

Its value is untold. 

So to our readers, one and all. 

We trust this book may be 
As useful seed-thoughts that will fall 

On soil of charity 

And spring up bearing precious flowers 

Of friendship and of love. 
That shall in many weary hours 

A balm and solace prove. 

For whoso makes his shrine, the heart 

Of blest humanity. 
May dwell a very king, apart 

From want or poverty. 
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THE ROSE OF NEW ENGLAND 

The city of Norwich is built on hills and in valleys, 
and is poetically called "The Rose of New England," 
also "The City Beautiful." 

The Rose of New England is set like a gem. 
On the bosom of fair Mother Earth; 
With its rocks and its rills, 
With its vales and its hills, 
Girt round with the clouds like a soft fleecy 
hem. 
As a Venus it sprang into birth. 

The hillsides are decked with its cottages 
fair. 
And with steeples that point to the sky; 
Like proud gnomons they stand. 
For a God-fearing land. 
And seem to be saying in silence, "Up there 
Dwells the Master Creator on high." 

Two rivers here meet, and together they run 
Into one sheen expanse number three. 
And the beautiful frieze 
Of the evergreen trees. 

Bend over to kiss, and to shield from the sun, 
While the waters run on to the sea. 
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The Rose of New England has many a mill. 
Full of life as the bees in their hives, 
Where the young as by stealth, 
Weave the webs into wealth, 
That year after year is poured into the till; 
And 'tis thus the Rose prospers and 
thrives. 

The Rose of New England has historic fame; 

Not the least is Mohican tribe past ; 
Here old Uncas the brave 

Filled the last chieftain's grave; 
His monument stands, as a proof that his name 

Was revered and beloved to the last. 

Here young Grover Cleveland spent some of 
his years. 
And began to work up a great name. 
Then by leap and by bound, 
He soon gained the top round, 
Where head of the Nation he lastly appears. 
At the summit of honor and fame. 

The Rose of New England can boast of her 
great; 
Like a Sigourney, poet of note ; 
And in Congress were seen 
Men of genius I ween. 



€itg IBeautitul 



As Buckingham, Starkweather, Foster and 
Waite, 
And of others whom history wrote. 

Then last, though not least, is a Slater of 
wealth. 
And of diarity broad; and it seems 
It was more than a pity 

They should lose from their city, 
A man who planned much for the good and the 
health 
Of the Rose, with his many wrought 
schemes. 

Near by in a town of the famous we'd score. 
Were three nature bone setters called 
Sweet, 
Who the legs of a cat 

Could disjoint and lay flat; 
And then as by magical touch would restore, 
And stand it again on its feet. 

Here Benedict Arnold first opened his eyes. 
To a life that soon ended in shame; 
Let us close up the book, 
And endeavor to look 

On the man where God meant him to rise, 

And to judge with more pity than blame. 
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To Rose of New England, farewell for a time, 
To thy valleys and hillsides of green; 
Tho' we can not forget, 
As a pearl thou art set. 

Like a signet of honor sublime 

On the hand of a beauteous queen. 



ODE ON A PAN CAKE TURNER 

A WEDDING SHOWER FOR MISS ARMSTRONG 

I BRING you a riddle ; 
Make your cakes by a rule. 
And drop on the griddle ; 
Then keep perfectly cool. 
And just as they're ready, 
And done to a top. 
With arm — strong and steady. 
Turn the turner flip-flop. 
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WHEN THE ROSES ARE IN BLOOM 

Heavy laden is the air 

With a perfume rich and rare; 
And there's sweetness everywhere, 

When the roses are in bloom. 

Then the grass is fresh and green, 
And the flowers are sweet and clean ; 

O, the beauty of the scene! 
When the roses are in bloom. 

Then the birds are full of cheer 

With their songs from far and near ; 

'Tis the sweetest time of year. 
When the roses are in bloom. 

Then I love to take my book 

To a quiet little nook. 
Near the running, babbling brook, 

Where the roses are in bloom. 

But the book falls from my hand; 

And I'm toying in the sand. 
While I'm dreaming of the land 

Where the roses always bloom. 

If more beautiful than this, 
'Tis a land of perfect bliss. 

Where the glories meet and kiss ; 
And the roses always bloom. 
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EASTER HYMN 

0, DAY of joy and gladness, 

This is the day of days, 
Away all tears and sadness, 

And don the robes of praise. 
For Christ the Lord is risen, 

Let earth with anthems ring; 
He burst the bars of prison, 

And rose triumphant King. 

0, day of grace and splendor ; 

0, day of holy joy. 
To Thee just praise we render 

For peace none can destroy. 
It is the old, old story. 

Yet always, ever new. 
That Christ, the Lord of glory, 

Arose this day for you. 

O, day of joy and gladness, 

0, blessed day of days. 
Away all tears and sadness. 

With songs our voices raise. 
We'll sing the new old story. 

Till all the wide world rings; 
Our Christ is Lord of Glory, 

And He is King of Kings. 
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THE OLD-FASHIONED FLOWERS 

How memory turns to the home of my child* 
hood, 
The cottage all covered with clambering 
vines ; 
The deep tangled mass was a miniature wild- 
wood, 
Where sunshine and shadows their beauty 
entwines. 
How many bright days I have whiled away 
hours, 
Just feasting on colors; and oh! 'twas so 
hard 
To break from the charm of the many-hued 
flowers, 
The old>fashioned flowers that grew in the 
yard. 
Those bright colored flowers, 
The beautiful flowers. 
The old-fashioned flowers that grew in the 
yard. 

The dear little pansies, each one a real fairy, 
The bachelor's button of violet hue 

I wore with a vow that I never would marry. 
Then broke it before I was twenty for Sue; 



10 ]Leat)e0 (torn tbt 



She wore a sweet-william in her auburn tres8es» 

And said for that flower she had a regard. 
In thinking it over, how memory blesses 
The scenes by the old-fashioned flowers in 
the yard. 
Those rare tinted flowers, 
The beautiful flowers, 
The old-fashioned flowers that grew in the 
yard. 



The bright hollyhocks, the quaint tiger- 
lily. 
The brilliant sunflower so stately and tall. 
The marigold, pink and the dafi^ydown- 
diUy, 
The gay silken poppies, the richest of all. 
The grass, all besprinkled with red and white 
clover, 
Was sweet to the smell as the song to the 
bard ; 
How often I've sat or rolled over and over 
In the grass 'mid the old-fashioned flowers in 
the yard. 
Those gay colored flowers. 
The beautiful flowers, 
The old-fashioned flowers that grew in the 
yard. 
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The wee buttercups were like wax and so yel- 
low; 
The white waxen snowdrops and plain pur- 
ple phlox; 
And next came the snowballs so fleecy and mel- 
low. 
"It's time to wake up," yawned the strange 
four o'clocks. 
And "early to rise" chimed the brisk morning- 
glory, 
While climbing the lattice, its gay boulevard. 
Each lived its own life, with its own little story, 
Those dear little flowers that grew in the 
yard. 
Those dainty wee flowers. 
The beautiful flowers. 
The old-fashioned flowers that grew in the 
yard. 



But surely would one be remiss in his duty. 
Were he to omit in this garden of yore. 
To speak of the dear little, queer little beauty. 
The snapping primrose that snapped open 
at four. 
And watched with the stars all through the 
night hours. 
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Then closed up its petals lest they should be 
marred, 
And slept through the day by the side of the 
flowers. 
The old-fashioned flowers that grew in the 
yard. 
Those queer little flowers, 
The beautiful flowers. 
The old-fashioned flowers that grew in the 
yard. 

The little old porch with rare beauty was cov- 
ered. 
With sweet honeysuckle and climbing red 
rose; 
While over it all the humming bird hovered. 
And bees sought the blossoms their sweets to 
disclose. 
The lilac bush near with " great clusters of 
sweetness, 
AU^ all seemed to vie with the orient nard 
In perfume which proffered an air of complete- 
ness, 
To the wonderful old-fashioned flowers in the 
yard. 
Those exquisite flowers. 
The beautiful flowers. 
The old-fashioned flowers that grew in the 
yard. 
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My dear sainted father and mother are sitting 
Out on the old porch by the side of the door ; 
She tells of old times, and while talking and 
knitting, 
He bowing assent, nods his specs on the 
floor. 
A quiet home picture all framed in real roses, 
And Carlo, the dog, in the foreground for 
guard. 
Keeps watch with one eye, while Tabby reposes 
In peace by the old-fashioned flowers in the 
yard. 
Those wonderful flowers. 
The beautiful flowers. 
The old-fashioned flowers that grew in the 
yard. 

Above that dear scene is a halo of glory. 

Reflecting the face of my mother divine; 
And father, God bless him, completes the old 
story 
Of home, around which my affections en- 
twine. 
That home from which blessings have followed 
in showers. 
That often from evil have been a safeguard ! 
Farewell to the home ! and farewell to the flow- 
ers! 
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The old-fashioned flowers that grew in the 
yard. 
Those dear little flowers, 
The beautiful flowers, 
The old-fashioned flowers that grew in the 
yard. 



RECOMPENSE 

The good you do to young or old 
By deeds, or kind words said. 

Will some sweet day return four-fold 
In blessings on your head. 

But if, with poisoned words, you strike 
Your neighbor, false or true. 

They surely will return alike 
To sink their fangs in you. 
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NO GOD 

The heavens declare the glory of Ood, and the firmor 
ment showeth His handkoork, — Psalm xix: 1. 

Shall man so clad in earthly fears, 

Whose life is but a few short years, 

That's marked with grief and bathed in tears, 

Assert "There is no God"? 
Whose highest judgment cannot say 
What shall betide another day, 
And arm so powerless to stay 

His wise though chast'ning rod? 

Let man create a single star 

And set it in the blue afar. 

Appoint its trackless path to run 

A/ound the burning, dazzling sun; 

Or let him tell, if e'er he knows, 

Where's found the paint that tints the rose; 

Or if he'll show his skill and power 

In making but the meanest flower. 

Or even cause a blade of grass 

To spring to life among the mass 

That forms a carpet for the sod. 

Then may he say, "There is no God." 
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CHRIST OF CALVARY 

There is a sweetly solemn place 

Where oft my weary soul doth hide, 
There Heaven distills its dews of grace; 

'Tis where my Lord was crucified. 
0, blessed Christ of Calvary! 

Who died for all to set us free, 
I love Thee for Thy love to me, 

Thou blessed Christ of Calvary. 

So great the power of yonder cross. 

Life to the dead it can impart; 
The precious blood consumes the dross. 

And purifies the sinful heart. 
O, blessed Christ of Calvary! 

My life and all I give to Thee ; 
Take Thou the helm and pilot me. 

Thou blessed Christ of Calvary. 

He comes! His presence is a balm; 

My wants are lost in His sweet will, 
And all is hushed to one great calm 

By His Majestic, "Peace! Be still!" 
O, blessed Christ of Calvary ! 

Stay Thou to cheer and comfort me; 
There is no heaven away from Thee, 

Thou blessed Christ of Calvary. 
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WASTED TIME 

In numbers who can estimate, 

Or ever count the cost; 
Or who could if they would overrate 

The time that's daily lost! 
Three times five minutes lost in sleep, 

Too drowsy to obey, 
Though duty's call is loud and deep ; 

And thus begins the day. 



Five minutes lost in dreamy thought. 

And in an idle mood. 
Five more are wasted, though you ought 

To have accomplished good. 
Five minutes o'er a worthless book; 

Five precious minutes lent 
Twelve times a day, and you must look 

Upon an hour misspent. 



One hour a day! It is not much, 

I think I hear you say. 
One hour in prayer, and you might touch 

The mercy-seat each day. 
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To find her vacant seat would have been a use- 
less search; 
She never missed the hour and place of 
prayer. 



Now it happened thus in a meeting one dark 

night ; 

The good man rose to comfort and advise. 

And remarked, " 'Twas good and did often 

hearts unite, 

For each to speak his feelings on this wise." 



Was there any one who was striving heaven to 
win, 
And hoped through grace to see the goodly 
land? 
Or did any fear lest they should not enter in 
To join in singing with the happy band? 



Would they state their fears and their crosses 

hard to bear; 

What sore temptations they had here to 

meet. 

It is always good for the sorrowing to share 

Their burdens oft, he said, and took his seat. 
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Then Abiah rose, and without a moment's loss, 

For she was always frugal of her time ; 
She described her way as almost without a 
cross ; 
She saw by faith the mountain heights sub- 
lime. 

She could tell of hopes that were founded on 
His word ; 
And hoped above all else to shun the evil. 
Did she fear? Why, yes. But she only feared 
the Lord. 
Yes, she was sure she feared not man nor 
devil. 

Now three little vagrants, — it happened on 
this wise, — 
Attracted by the singing had strayed in ; 
And with mouth agape, and wide-open ears and 
eyes. 
They stared about with faces all agrin. 

At this daring speech, a good brother who 
sat near 
The region of the strange and grinning 
three. 
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Heard the leader, Pat, in a whisper loud and 
clear, 
Say, ^*Jim, she says she haint afraid; we'll 
see." 



"Come, let's have some fun," And the ragged 
miscreant 
Slipped out, soon followed by the other two. 
And the three, 'twas plain, had their heads on 
mischief bent. 
As if they knew already what to do. 



Hast'ning home, they soon from a heap of cast- 
ofF stuff, 
Raked out a costume hideous and black. 
Which they'd used before, and pronounced, still 
good enough 
To scare a demon, even, off his track. 



To a grave-yard drear not half a mile away, 
By which Abiah passed in going home. 

The three boys repaired, as they said, "To play 
their play. 
And practice on the innocent who roam." 
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Then one donned the garb which about him 
loosely hung, 
Put on his horns and hoofs and f orkM tail ; 
And on either side the old garments flapped 
and swung, 
Much like a tattered, weather-beaten sail. 

Like some wary lion he waited patiently. 
Nor was he disappointed of his prey. 

At precisely ten through the darkness they 
could see 
Abiah coming, singing on her way. 

From behind the slabs the two sentinels peered 
out, 
To watch the proceedings, and enjoy the 
fun; 
For of course she*d faint, or she might send up 
a shout. 
Or turn to flight. Oh, my! to see her run! 

"Fear thou not, I am with thee; O, be not dis- 
mayed," 
She sang, and heeded not the danger nigh; 
When across her path, a dark form her prog^ 
ress stayed. 
And said, "I am the Devil. Halt or die." 
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She obeyed at once; gave a glance, and quick 
replied, 
"F<m are the devil. Well, 'tis evident. 
I'm sure a clearer case in court was never tried. 
No one disputes your claim." And on she 
went. 

Three whipped curs sent back to retrace their 
roving path. 
Could not have fled with surer, swifter feet. 
And the last they heard to appease their 
spirits' wrath, 
Was Aunt Abiah singing, low and sweet; 

"The soul that on Jesus doth lean for repose, 
I will not, I will not desert to his foes ; 

That soul though all hell should endeavor to 
shake, 
I'll never, no never, no never forsake." 



I WILL REMEMBER THEE STILL 

The time for our parting has come. 

And sadly I bid you adieu. 
To wander away from the home. 

And hearts that have loved me so true. 
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But will you before I depart, 

Compelled by Stem Duty's strong will, 

Declare to my home-loving heart, 
That you will remember me still? 

'Twould brighten the dark hours of life, 

And smooth out the wrinkles of care. 
My pathway with joys would be rife. 

And beam with the smiles I would wear. 
Could I hear from this blest retreat. 

Vibrating with Love's gentle trill. 
In accents so tender and sweet, 

"Yes, I will remember thee still." 

'Twould darken the bright hours of life. 

To feel for a moment forgot ; 
My pathway with clouds would be rife. 

That shadows the happiest lot; 
And no joy my spirit could lull. 

Without the assurance to fill. 
The cup of my happiness full. 

That you will remember me still. 

And oh! when dark death draweth nigh, 
And strangers shall gather around; 

To bear you my last faint "Good-bye," 

My heart with sweet rapture would bound. 
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And soar like a free bird away 

From th' storms and the winds, and the chill, 
If then I could know you would say, 

"Yes, I will remember thee still." 

And when in his mystical barge 

I'm borne through the dark sullen stream, 
To the home whose mansions are large, 

And lighted with glory's bright beam, 
I will ask to stand close by the door. 

If it be Our Father's good will. 
And wait till your barque cometh o'er. 

For the% I'll remember thee still. 



THE MOTHER'S REPLY TO 
"I WILL REMEMBER THEE STILL" 

You ask me to think of thee still. 
My boy, can a mother forget 

The love, that her bosom doth thrill? 
As soon from their setting of jet. 
Will fall the bright stars that are set. 
As I my loved one could forget. 
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Ah, no! I can never forget. 
Thine image forever I'll see; 

Thine absence forever regret; 
At home, or wherever thou be, 
Though far to the isles of the sea, 
I'll love to still think of thee. 

And if first thou'rt summoned away, 
To rest on the evergreen shore. 

And bask in eternity's day. 

Till I too shall enter death's door. 
Where we'll meet to part nevermore, 
Thy mem'ry I'll love evermore. 



OUT IN THE COLD 

Forsaken and weary, through the dark street, 
The play of the winds, the snow and the sleet. 
With no home to lure her travel-worn feet, 
With garments so thin, and faded and old. 
Sweet little May wandered, "out in the cold." 

The rich and the poor had each passed her by, 
Unheeding alike her pitiful cry; 
And none of the throng e'er stopped to reply, 
Though long she had cried with sorrow untold) 
"0 ! let me come in from *out in the cold.' " 
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We took the dear child where warm glowed the 

hearth ; 
But e'er the dawn told of a New Year's birth. 
Her beautiful eyes had closed to this earth; 
Her form we then laid alone in the mold. 
And left it there sleeping, "out in the cold." 

But heaven sent down its seraphim bright. 
And wafted her soul where there is no night. 
To mansions of love, whose Lord is the light, 
To the City where garments never grow old. 
And children ne'er wander "out in the cold." 

Ye haughty, beware ! who sear your hearts o'er. 
And turn a deaf ear to one of earth's poor. 
When Christ the great Shepherd opens the 

door, 
To gather His flock on high to His fold, 
Lest you be left wand'ring, "out in the cold." 



FOR A TWENTIETH ANNIVERSARY 

Just twenty years ago to-day. 
Two lives were joined together; 

Her promise was, — to love, obey. 
Through fair and stormy weather. 
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"To love and cherish, I do now, 
Take thee for worse or better." 

So read his promise in the vow. 
According to the letter. 

Three hundred now are gathered here. 

That day to celebrate; 
And bring you as a souvenir ; 

A set of china plate. 
No thanks are due, we'll get our pay, 

My friends, for don't you see. 
We'll don our Sunday clothes some day, 

And all come 'round to tea. 



TO HON. A. G. DOW 

OF RANDOLPH, NEW YORK 
ON HIS HUNDREDTH BIRTHDAY 

With joys and its sorrows, its hopes and its 

tears, 
Behold! a one hundred most beautiful years 

Have sped on the swift wings of time. 
The joys are increased, the tears are all shed, 
Earth seems to recede, there's a light just 
ahead, 
I'm nearing the regions sublime. 
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If by the still waters, or o'er the rough steep, 
The Shepherd hath tenderly cared for his sheep ; 

And now in green pastures / lie, 
And rest in His love. In comfort I wait, 
Till angels shall open the beautiful gate, 

And call me to mansians on high. 
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A REPLY TO A CHRISTMAS GIFT OF A 
VASE DECORATED WITH WILD 

ROSES 

A Merry Christmas to my friend; — 
In these few lines to you I send, 
My many thanks for your sweet gift, 
Which broke the clouds into a rift. 
That let the rays of sunlight down 
The present Holidays to crown. 
The pretty vase of roses wild, 
Reminded me that when a child, 
I gathered them all fresh with dew, 
When climbing round and peeping through 
The old rail fence. The beauty flowers 
Beguiled my many childhood hours. 
And proved in after years a balm. 
And solace like a sacred psalm 
For wounded spirits ; for in life 
Too oft the heart with grief is rife. 
My thoughts have wandered. I recall 
The truants back to let them fall 
In blessings on you through the day, 
A merry Christmas shower; and may 
Not only Christinas bring you cheer. 
But aU the Happy glad New Year, 
And many more; till safe above. 
We meet in Heaven where all is love. 
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FOR A WEDDING SHOWER 

Now please accept this new pie-tin, 
And if you will just place within, 
A little creamy, flaky dough, 
And pinch the edges up just so, 
Then fill with yellow pumpkin dip. 
Fill full clear to the very tip. 
Then baked with care you'll find I ween 
A dish fit for a bride or queen. 



TO MAY 

FOR HER ALBUM 

My dear little May 

So blithe and so gay, 
As tripping the green meadows over. 

May time bring to you 

The sparkle of dew. 
That brightens the sweet scented clover. 
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TRUST HIM 

Let no troubled care attend thee, 

Bid thy days be free from strife, 
Heed the precepts of the Master, 

Take no anxious thought for life. 
Ye are better than the raiment, 

And the life is more than meat ; 
Work and wait but never worry, 

And thy joys shall be complete. 
For behold the fowls of heaven. 

How they sow not, neither reap, 
Yet your heavenly Father feedeth; 

Trust Him now thy life to keep. 

Or consider how the lilies 

Toil not, neither do they spin. 
Yet with all thy wit and wisdom. 

Thou canst not such glory win. 
If our Father feeds the sparrow, 

Clothes the lily of the field, 
Why not for thine own to-morrow 

Trust it will a blessing yield? 
For behold the fowls of heaven, 

How they sow not, neither reap. 
Yet your heavenly Father feedeth; 

Trust Him now thy life to keep. 
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Oh, what gain to trust the Master! 

What reward thy faith insures; 
What a blessed peace and comfort 

That forevermore endures! 
Cast, then, all thy burdens on Him, 

For He surely cares for thee; 
And he'll bear thee in His bosom 

Safely o'er life's mystic sea. 
For behold the fowls of heaven. 

How they sow not neither reap. 
Yet your heavenly Father feedeth; 

Trust him now thy life to keep. 



"THY WORD GIVETH LIGHT" 

How sweet are thy words to my taste! 

Yea, sweeter than honey to me! 
For all thy commandments so chaste. 

Oh, what shall I render to thee? 

Accept, I beseech thee, Lord, 

Myself, and the strength of my days ; 

My life with Thy will shall accord. 
In songs of thanksgiving and praise. 
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Thy precepts shall be my delight ; 

I treasure them more than fine gold; 
I meditate on them by night, 

And morning new beauties behold. 

Thy word is a lamp to my feet; 

My pathway doth shine in the night; 
Which way it directs it is meet, 

And leadeth to mansions of light. 

If joy or if grief Thou dost give, 
Thy name, blessed name, I'll adore; 

I'll love Thee as long as I live. 

In death I will love Thee the more. 



GARDEN OF LADY CLARE 

Into her garden Lady Clare 
Walked forth one day, to view 

The flowers that were blooming there. 
Still glist'ning with the dew. 
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The gay nasturtiums all aflame 

With fire from out the sun 
Were up and dressed; and just the same 

With daisies everyone. 

And there were lilies bright and fair, 
And pansies, and heart's ease; 

But best of all to Lady Clare 
Were beautiful sweet peas. 

Sweet peas of many, many hues, 

Each one in rich attire; 
And all so sweet she could not choose 

Which most she should admire. 

And oh, the fragrance of the flowers ! 

The beauties, too, to see! 
The sight and perfume charmed the hours 

Into a reverie. 

"Lest deeds of mine be borne in air. 
And words, float on the breeze, 

I'll strive to be," said Lady Clare, 
"As pure and sweet as these." 
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ESTHER 

It came to pass in ancient days, that o'er 

A vast and eminent domain, 
In all, a hundred provinces and more, 

A mighty king was called to reign. 

And as he sat in splendor on his throne, 
With lords and servants by his side, 

The glitter of the gold and diamonds shone 
Upon a monarch satisfied. 

An edict had been written and decreed 

According to the laws of Medes, 
Which changeth not, in which were all agreed 

The queen must suffer for her deeds. 

For Vashti, who had spumed the king's com- 
mand. 

His royal highness had displeased; 
But now by his decree through the land 

His regal wrath had been appeased. 

A lovely maiden fair to look upon 

Found grace and favor in her stead. 

For Esther pleased the king; his heart was 
won; 
He set the crown upon her head. 
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And then Ahasuerus made a feast 
Within the palace, great and grand. 

Unto the lords and nobles, and released 
The provinces throughout the land. 

Such gifts bestowed on all of every state 

As never in the realm were seen ; 
For none went empty from the palace gate; 

And all in honor of the queen. 

And wine that in abundance flowed was served 

In golden vessels at the feast. 
And so the royal banquet was observed 

According to the customs of the East ; 

And closed with all the pomp and splendor 
known. 

The gay festivities and mirth. 
And time rolled on ; yet Esther had not shown 

Her kindred, and ignoble birth. 

For still in loving homage she obeyed 

Her cousin Mordecai the Jew, 
And all respect to his commandments paid 

That to an honored sire was due. 
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And Esther grew in favor in the sight 

Of all the people far and near. 
For she was wise and good, and loved the right. 

And sought the truth in loyal fear. 

Who ever knew the sweet and luscious fruit 
To blush in beauty on the bough, 

But found concealed somewhere at heart or 
root, 
A worm its right to disallow? 

Whoever in the garden sought a flower 

More beautiful than all the rest. 
But found that some time in an evil hour 

A blight had strove to do its best? 

Whoever noticed Love with all her train 
Of joys in store for human heart 

Ascend her throne in happiness to reign. 
But Satan also played a part? 

So now the wicked Haman, with his breath 

Of poison like the upas tree, 
Had spread o'er all the land despair and death 

By his unholy dark decree. 
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And sent the writing out that all might read. 
And sealed it with the king's own ring. 

The palace Shushan was perplexed indeed, 
While Haman sat down with the king. 

And all around in bitterness was poured 
A cry of anguish, deep and loud. 

In sackcloth peasant lay alike with lord; 
And even to the gate were bowed. 

Then Mordecai to Esther made request ; 

"Speak to the king for our release. 
Think not thou shalt escape more than the rest, 

If at this time thou hold thy peace." 

"Deliverance must surely come; and how 
Canst thou the joy of service miss? 

And who can tell, if to the kingdom, thou 
ArtI come for such a time as this?" 

Then Esther bade her people all to fast. 
And in the God of Heaven trust. 

"Upon His mercy I myself will cast. 
And I will perish, if I must." 

And so unbidden to the king she went. 
And in his presence trembling stood, 

Nor hardly dared to hope he would relent. 
Or be inclined to her for good. 
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But quick Ahasuerus gave command: 

"What wilt thou, queen? Dispel thy fear;" 

Held out the golden scepter in his hand. 
And kindly bade her to draw near. 

Then noble Esther well her mission filled, 
As reverently she touched the rod. 

With joy for life of kin her being thrilled; 
She knelt in gratitude to God. 

...... 

The whole world lay in guilt and sin, 

And none might hope to enter in 
To share the joys of heaven; 

For all alike were doomed to die, 
Till from the portals of the sky 

Was there a ransom given, 

That all might live who will believe ; 

For sins of deepest dye receive 
A perfect full exemption. 

Though none of all the sinners lost 
Can understand at what a cost 

Was purchased their redemption. 

Our great and glorious Sovereign stands 

With broken body, bruised hands. 
And heart with love overflowing; 



42 Leatie0 ftom tbt 

And as the guilty suppliant bends. 
The golden scepter He extends. 
Eternal life bestowing. 

sisters, go and teach thy kin, 
That sit in darkness, sold to sin. 

How Gk>d can touch the human. 

Throughout the Master's vineyard wide. 

No -work is more to heav'n allied 
Than Woman's Work for Woman. 

Then rise in all thy beauteous strength; 

Success will crown thy work at length, 
And great shall be thy dower. 

And who can tell, oh, thought sublime, 
If thou art come for such a time 

As this propitious hour. 

The fields are white, the harvest great, 
And thou art called to reap, though late; 

Fulfill thy holy mission. 

In vain regrets make no delay, 

But grasp the sickle while you may. 
And wait the glad fruition. 
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LITTLE BERNICE 

Bom Februaiy 14. 

One day a little birdling 

Dropped from the ether blue, 

And nestled in my bosom, 
A valentine so true. 

And oh! the little treasure 

Was my own valentine; 
A real live love-letter 

Forever to be mine. 

Her hair was golden sunshine, 
Her eyes were heaven's blue; 

Her cheeks were soft as velvet. 
Her dainty fingers, too. 

Her gentle "goo" was sweeter 

Than th* cooing of a dove, 
And I loved my tiny sweetheart 

As only mothers love. 

And oh! she grew the fairest 

That ever I have seen. 
And so we called the darling 

Our little fairy queen. 
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And then it grew to Bemice; 

Tho' nothing we could find 
Was just the thing exactly, 

Or suited to our mind. 

She came when snowy Winter 
Had spread his mantle 'round 

Of pure and glistening snow flakes. 
And white was all the ground. 

Oh, may the blessed Jesus 
Preserve her pure and white. 

As snow flakes in the sunshine 
Reflecting heaven's light. 

And when at last to glory 

We're called the Lord to meet. 

Our rare and radiant cherub 
Shall learn at Jesus' feet. 



THE BOY AND THE STAR 

Thou bright and twinkling star. 
Up in the blue so far. 
Thou look'st like some bright sparkling gem. 
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Lost from a jewel rare, 
Worn by an angel fair, 
Or dropped from seraph's diadem. 
Come down; art thou not weary, shining there 

so long? 
Thou never could'st be missed among the count- 
less throng. 

"Oh, no! I cannot come. 

And leave my happy home," 
It modestly, but quick, replied; 

"For He who gave to me 

My work said, ^Shine and be'; 
And I would here my time abide. 
For if a single moment I should quit my post. 
Disorder quick would reign among the starry 
host. 

"My work is small, I know; 

But it might smaller grow. 
Did I not try to work His plan; 

For though my tiny light 

Cannot illume the night, 
I shine as brightly as I can. 
And yet if but one feeble, sickly ray were mine. 
My mission still would be, to let it shine and 
shine." 
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O sweet and heaven-bom thought, 

With love and beauty fraught. 
Content to simply 'shine and be' 

Without a question why. 

Or murmuring reply. 
I'll learn this lesson now of thee: 
Though humble be my lot, and small the talents 

lent, 
FU try to use them well, and therewith be con- 
tent. 

So, on the ocean vast 

My little ray I'll cast, 
Perchance 'twill glimmer through the dark. 

Where rocks some lonely child. 

Braving the billows wild. 
And to the haven guide one bark. 
This truth I'll treasure up: the weakest talent's 

worth 
The taking from its secret hiding place in 
earth. 



THE GRAND OLD TREES 

I LOVE the grand old trees whose forms 

So proudly seem to stand 
And bare their bosoms to the storms 

As if to shield the land. 
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I look up to their stately height 

And ask, "How old are ye?" 
"For centuries we've seen the light, 

Yet young and fresh are we." 

The great green trees! How could we live 

Without their presence leal ! 
Like sentinels they stand and give 

Themselves for others' weal. 
Their grateful shade from scorching breath. 

Protection from the gale; 
To save us from disease and death 

They breathe what we exhale. 

They furnish here and there a home 

For fur and feathered life; 
Safe sheltered in their leafy dome. 

Secure are they from strife. 
They seem to vie in music fine 

When stirred by gentle breeze. 
With birds whose notes are most divine; 

The lovely, dear old trees. 

And when they don their autumn dress. 

Such colors gay they sport; 
No king such raiment could possess 

In any earthly court. 
Nor finest texture wrought in gold, 

And worn by fairest queen. 
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Could vie with those rich robes of old 
In which the trees are seen. 

But when their gorgeous garments fall, 

They toss their brown arms high, 
And point with fingers gaunt and tall 

Like gnomons to the sky. 
Yet while their branches bare we see. 

And of their beauty shorn. 
They seem to say, "We wait; there'll be 

A resurrection mom." 



"A BOX OF OINTMENT" 

Luke 7:37. 

It was only "a box of ointment" broken 
And over the feet of the Master poured ; 

It was all that she had, a little token 
Of love, that she felt for her blessed Lord. 

But the Master's quick eye of pity noted 
The tears of repentance that would not 
cease ; 
And His gracious and loving words were 
quoted, 
"Thy sins are forgiv'n, my child, go in 
peace." 
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It was only a little word of kindness, 
To one that she saw on the busy street, 

As he sat in his poverty and blindness : 

To him, 'twas the fragrance of ointment 
sweet. 

And he said as she passed: *'God bless the 

woman." 

His face was aglow all the livelong day; 

And he mused to himself, '* *Twas more than 

human, 

An angel of mercy hath passed this way." 

So if only the little things are needed, 
A cup of cold water, if giv'n for love. 

Is as ointment poured out, and shall be heeded. 
And written for us in the Book above. 



ONLY TO OBEY 

The night was dark ; so dark I could not see 
The last footprint my feet had prest; 

Before me frowned the grim, tempestuous sea, 
On either side, the mountain crest ; 

Pierced through the darkness far above the 
sight. 
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Upreared of walls I might not scale ; 
Behind, the foe intrenched lay, gath'ring 
might, — 
No human aid could now avail. 

And over all the storm a voice I heard, 

As if from heaven, **Go forward, child!" 
I shrank appalled, and cringingly demurred: 

"O, Father, nay! the night is wild, 
I have no barque to cross the angry sea; 

Is there no other way to save? 
I did not hear aright, it cannot be — 

These billows cold will be my grave." 

"There is no other way" ; the voice was mild, — 

" 'Twas I who led thee by this way — 
Now prove me here, I will protect my child, 

Thy part is only to obey ; 
Wilt thou not trust before it be too late? 

Just take one step and I will show 
To thee my wondrous power, and teach thee 
great 

And mighty things thou didst not know." 

With beating heart I tremblingly obeyed. 
My feet the solid rock soon found. 

On either side the restless waves were stayed, 
And I walked forth upon dry ground. 
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I ventured then to lift my tearful eyes, 
When, lo! there walked One by my side 

Who told me of His love ; with glad surprise 
I saw my Lord, the Crucified. 



LINES ON THE MISSIONARY, CHARLES 

DURE 

A TRUE STORY 

A Zulu came from Zululand, 
Where superstitions reign; 
He left his home and native band, 
And crossed the mighty main. 

He saw his kindred steeped in sin; 
Their lives were full of deeds 
That made his heart recoil within. 
He felt their awful needs. 

No light of Heaven upon them shone. 
They knew no Sabbath day ; 
No God that they could call their own. 
To help them on their way. 
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But he was taught the way of life, 
And knew of God's dear Son ; 
How he had met the world's great strife, 
And victory had won. 

And how He loved the poor and lost, 
And died their souls to save; 
And learned at what stupendous cost 
He triumphed o'er the grave. 

He saw his own loved land, so rich 
In tropic fruits and trees. 
Lie like a great wide waste o'er which 
Was spread death and disease. 

Their darkened minds were like the sod,— 
O'ergrown with noxious weeds; 
And nothing but the grace of God 
Could change their sinful deeds. 

And as he n^used his feelings burned 
With zeal and holy fire, — 
Until his very being yearned 
For them, with strong desire. 

At length he roused himself, and said, 
"I'll leave these sunny sands. 
And by the Holy Spirit led 
I'll go to foreign lands. 
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"Not seeking ease, or wealth, or fame ; 
Or treasures there to store; 
I go not even for a name, 
But for the love of lore, 

"That I with truths my mind may fill. 
And knowledge may be stored 
In preparation for the will 
And service of my Lord." 

And so he came, this lowly youth. 
And eight long years has spent 
In halls of learning, seeking truth. 
On this sole object bent. 

Privations, loneliness, nor want 
Could from his duty swerve; 
His daily aim and prayer, "God grant 
I may my people serve." 

And soon this Zulu will return 

His labors to begin; 

To teach his tribe that they may learn 

To shun the paths of sin. 

Ye Christians who at home may live. 
You may do something, too: 
Send up a daily prayer, and give 
As God hath prospered you. 
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And bye and bye in that great day, 
When Christ shall call His own, 
You shall rejoice to hear Him say, 
"Come, my beloved one, 

"Behold your crown with stars shall shine. 

As your reward to be; 

For as ye ministered to mine. 

Ye did it unto Me." 



THE CITY OF DELIGHT 

I HAVE sometime heard it said 

"That they neither plight nor wed 

In the City of the Dead, — 
In the city where my long abode shall be. 

But they all do lie and sleep 

In a slumber long and deep. 
Through the countless ages of eternity." 

But my faithful Guide doth say, 

There the night is as the day. 
And a clearer vision shall be granted me. 

And my weary sluggish brain 
Shall awake to catch the strain 
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Of the heavenly refrain; 
So my raptured soul shall kindle with desire 

For the music of the skies, 

Till my eager hand shall rise 
And reach forth with trembling joy to sweep 
the lyre. 

Then, oh, then ! my listless tongue 

Shall unite in anthems sung. 
As my spirit soars to join th' angelic choir. 

And I know that I shall wed 

In that City of the Dead, 

As the Book hath truly said ; 
For my troth has long been plighted to a 
King 

Who doth dwell in wondrous light 

In the City of Delight, 
Far away from strife that mortal tongues do 
bring. 

There is found of peace and joy 

In His presence no alloy. 
And His praises all the angels love to sing. 

My BelovM over there 
Is most beautiful and fair. 
And possessed of graces rare; 
And His countenance all glorious to behold. 
He hath loved me long and| well. 
And the story He will tell 
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As we walk together o'er the sands of gold. 

Oh, I know that I shall wed 

In the City of the Dead, 
For this secret my Beloved to me hath told. 



THE GREATEST ART 

A SOUL was laying off its robe 
Of flesh, and donning the immortal ; 
And reck'ning on its new abode; 
For death was standing at the portal. 

A wasted life his offering, — 
A life of sin yet unforgiven. 
He had not early learned to sing. 
Or love the symphony of heaven. 

No words of cheer could now avail. 
For Hope was with the dead Past lying: 
They only brought the bitter wail. 
Alas ! alas ! for I am dying. 

Then gentle fingers swept the lyre, 

And voice make melody in singing. 

Till suddenly a new desire 

From out the grave of Hope seemed springing. 
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'Twas thus they sang: "O heart opprcst, 
Our Christ hath borne your sin and sorrow ; 
Come unto Me, you shall find rest, — 
He calls ; delay not till the morrow." 

The music hath prevailed ; he heard 
In wondrous song the old, old story: 
The fountains of the deep were stirred. 
Joy ! joy ! a soul was won for glory. 

O music! thou divinest art! 
There is no greater gift afforded 
Than power to move the human heart: 
The palm to thee shall be awarded. 



MEDITATIONS 

I AM looking up at the beautiful sky. 

And the fleecy clouds as they motionless lie 
On the breast of heaven's most wonderful blue ! 

I am peering into the depths for a view 
Or a glimpse, may be, of that far away land 

Where my loved ones are with the bright 
joyous band; 
But I look in vain, for there's naught I can 
see 

But the ether blue like a great mystic sea. 
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While the clouds are now floating lazily by, 

And I'm back to earth with a bit of a sigh ; 
Yet the scenes are beautiful here on the earth, 

For of form and color there's never a dearth, 
And the life abundant is everywhere seen 

In the trees and flowers and carpet of green ; 
While the insect, bird and all animal life 

Seem to vie with nature, and be on a strife 
As to which is master and lord of the sod. 

While proclaiming to all, there is a great 
God. 
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AN IDEAL MAN 

I HAVE an ideal man in mind. 

Not molded in a perfect cast; 

But one, tho' plain, you'll always find 

Is good and true from first to last. i 

He does not fret and fume, and blame 
His patient, or impatient, frow. 
If meals are not cooked just the same 
As mother's was: "She knew just how." 

The peace of home he does not mar 
With hard or soft drinks, more or less ; 
He recognizes in the bar 
A double bar to happiness. 
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He never, never smokes, nor chews 
The weed that only worms will eat; 
The filthy habit he eschews, 
And keeps his person clean and neat. 

He does not spend his evenings out 
At clubs, or in the streets to roam. 
But calls his family about. 
And forms a little dub at home. 

And if his wife to him should say, 
"I'd like some money, dear, to use 
Besides the marketing to-day. 
You know the children must have shoes," 

He does not say, "Use common sense, 
I s'pose you would if you had such; 
Last week I gave you fifty cents ; 
How could you ever spend so much?'' 

Instead he says, *Why, bless my heart! 
I don't see how I could forget; 
Here's twenty dollars for a start. 
And more anon, so do not fret." 

When he comes in he's never blue. 

But says, "My dear, how sweet you look; 

Old Butterick can't begin with you 

In his Delineator book." 
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And if his business all goes wrong, 
He wears a kindly patient face, 
And softly hums a merry song, 
And plans to win a better place. 

And when the Sabbath day comes round, 
He does not go to Church by proxy ; 
But he and wife in pew are found 
With John, and Kate, and little Roxie. 

I saw an ideal man one time 

Oh, many, many years ago; 

I then thought marriage was sublime, 

But since, I've learned a thing or two. 

Yet if you have a single man. 
Such as I have described to you, 
I'll take my chances (if I can) ; 
So bring him 'round, I think he'll do. 



THAT WICKED FLEA 

Oh, dear, a flea in bed! whatever shall I do? 
Before I could decide, I noticed there were two. 
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I told the cannibals, I thought they'd better 

flee; 
And sure enough they did, and brought back 

number thbee. 

I filled 'em up, and settled once more for a 

snore ; 
When dreadful to relate, the crowd soon swelled 

to FOUR. 

I fell to meditating how I could contrive 

To kill the heartless ghouls, when lo ! I counted 

FIVE. 

I groaned in agony, oh, what an awful fix 
For any human wretch, when presto ! there were 

SIX. 

I vowed to make the race extinct, and sought to 

smother 

The beastly, black camiv'rous crew. But no! 
ANOTHER. 

I jumped up in a rage, and murdered all the 

seven. 
Then laid me down to sleep and dreamed I was 

in heaven. 
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KATIE— DID 

Good morning, Katie; can you tell 
This bright and pleasant day 

If Katie did her work up well 
Before she came away? 

CHORUS 

Yes, Katie did, I know she did; 

Katie didn't, Katie did; 
Now, Katie is a beauty. 

But did she do her duty? 
Yes, Katie did, I know she did, 

Katie didn't, Katie did. 

Now Katie's dress is very green 
And oh! she looks so gay; 

But tell me, did she wash it clean 
Before she came away? 

Did Katie practice on her song 
Ere she went out to play. 

And did she sing it well and long 
Before she came away? 
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THE SUN DOWN BAR 

The day was bright and the beautiful sea 

Had not a ripple to mar. 
When with hook and line and hearts full of 

glee 
A jolly party of fishermen three 

Set out for "The Sun Down Bar." 

"Oh, stay!" cried the wife, "wait another day. 

For danger I see afar. 
Why I feel so impressed I cannot say." 
But Jesse replied, " *Tis a little way. 

Just out by *The Sun Down Bar,' 

"And you know, my dear, many times before, 

I have been there day and night, 
I have rode the waves through storms o'er and 

o'er; 
Then silence your fears, and here on the shore 

You will watch me out of sight." 

So he dofFed his hat and threw her a kiss, 

As gayly he sped away. 
And she faintly heard "Such a day as this 
Must cause ev'ry heart its fears to dismiss. 

So smooth is the glassy bay," 
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Oh, I would he were back agfldn," she sighed, 

"For I cannot quell this fear; 
I know this sea has a treacherous tide 
That has smiled on many a day beside, 

But brought with the night no cheer." 

Ah, Maggie! look well and long at the barque 

You will never see again, 
For the dip of its oars in vain you'll hark, 
For the night will bring from out of the dark 

No news of the fishermen. 

Who, on that beautiful mom, would have 
guessed 
The cloud that darkened her soul 
Would repeated be, so soon in the west. 
And the storm cloud gathering there would 
test 
The wrath of the billows' roll. 

But many a hope has been buried deep 

In the ocean of despair, 
And many a heart has had cause to weep 
O'er blossoms of promise that would not keep 

Through Misfortune's with'ring stare. 
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So now, as the mom wore into the noon, 

And noon into night went down, 
M«aggie learned that sorrow comes oft too soon, 
And the heart doth well that is kept in tune 

With grim Disappointment's frown. 

Weary with watching, with heart sick and sore, 

She kindled there on the beach 
A fire which lighted the waters far o'er. 
But all they returned was a broken oar, 

One of life's lessons to teach. 

For just out of sight but a little way, 

The pearly gates were ajar; 
And into the realms of a heav'nly day 
The boat took its freight through the hidden 
bay 

From behind "The Sun Down Bar." 



SEQUEL TO THE SUN DOWN BAR 

Poets Bank, Ayer Castle. Residence of Col. Ira Ayer. 

Some stories cannot be exactly complete 
Without a short sequel, you know; 

And as this is one of that kind, I entreat 
Your patience until I can show 
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The affair as it was, though some may get 
miffed, 

Yet I camiot see why for my life. 
The Jesse referred to was Simon E. Tifft, 

And Maggie was Sarah his wife. 

The drowning just mentioned was all in her eye, 
(Allowing a much abused phrase,) 

That he never was drowned he can testify. 
And prove it in numberless ways ; 

For night brought him back looking draggled 
and lorn. 

The other two leading the van; 
With his feet all wet and his pantaloons torn 

He looked much like a used up man. 

"0 Simon! how could you!" then Sarah re- 
plied, 
"Your father's been looking for you. 
I should thought you'd come home, for just 
think, beside, 
Two others are out for you, too.' 
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"Remember hereafter it's my earnest wish 
When you try me again this way, 

'Twould be about more than a handful of fish." 
Said Simon, "I've nothing to say, 
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"Except that my hands are all blistered, you 
see, 

And my heart is full, for, alas! 
My stomach is empty as empty can be. 

Though my head is full of black-bass." 

Then Sarah, considering his pitiful plight. 

Overlooked it all with a kiss ; 
And I know that they have ever since that 
night 

Seemed to bask In domestic bliss. 



VIOLET AND THE BROOK 

A DAINTY little violet 
Beside a brooklet grew; 
She smiled' on all and raised her head, 
And drank the gentle dew. 

Yet as the brooklet glided by, 
And sang his meny song. 
She sighed and said, "How nice 'twould be 
If I could run along," 
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The little brook looked up and saw 
How violet grew and grew, 
Just living quiet on the bank, 
Reflecting heaven's blue. 

"How nice 'twould be if only I 
Could stop awhile," he said, 
"And rest like little violet. 
Within my mossy bed." 

A fleecy cloud looked down on both. 
As it was passing by, 
And said, "I've learned a great deal, dears. 
While living in the sky ; 

"And it is better we should do 
The very best we can, 
Where God has placed us ; then we'll help 
To carry out His plan." 



A WALK WITH THE LORD 

When I think on the great and majestic deep 
sea. 

And the grandeur and awe of its might, 
I am prone to look backward on dark Galilee, 

Where my Savior walked forth in the night. 
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Oh, the comfort of having a Master so near 
Who can walk o*er the waves of our care, 

As He whispers, "Fear not, for to me you are 
dear ;" 
Oh, the joy of a walk with Him there! 

When the billows of sorrow would over me roll. 
And would threaten my faith to overthrow, 

I just fly to the arms that are strong to con- 
trol 
Where the winds of adversity blow. 

Oh, the comfort of having a Savior to save. 
When the eyes are o'er flowing and dim; 

For He wipes every tear, and He stills every 
wave, 
Oh, the joy of a sorrow with Him! 

Oh, the joy of a soul that will walk with the 
Lord, 
And His counsel and precepts will take; 
There is honey and wine for a feast; and His 
word 
I will never, no never, forsake. 
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FLAG OF THE FREE 

The flag of the free! How I love its dear 
folds, 

As it gracefully sways to the breeze; 
It speaks of a power that liberty holds, 

From the center all *round to the seas. 

CHORUS 

O wonderful flag of the free! 

With" its red and white bars, 

And its beautiful stars. 
There's no other banner for me ; 

For it stands for a land 

That is mighty and grand. 
Hurrah, for the flag of the free ! 

The flag of the free ! As it floats o'er the land. 
And so proudly rides over the sea, 

It stands for a principle lofty and grand; 
'Tis a safeguard for you and for me. 

Blest flag* of the free ! May it evermore wave. 
And its bars never trail in the dust ; 

From wrong and oppression be mighty to save. 
With its motto, — "In God is our trust." 
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THE HONEY BEE 

My little busy buzzing bee, 

Wherever are you going? 
Why can't you stop and speak to me, 

And tell me what you're doing. 
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I am a busy, humming bee; 

I'm looking after flowers, 
And I must hasten, for you see 

They're sweetest after showers. 



"We've many hundreds in our hive. 
And yet we have no money ; 
But we must live^ and so we thrive 
By making nice sweet honey. 

"And though we're busy all day long. 

We're never in a flurry ; 
We work and sing our merry song 

Without a bit of worry. 
Buzz buzz buzz buzz buzz buzz." 
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TWO FLOWER SEEDS 

Two tiny flower seeds one day 
Were planted in the ground; 

It was 80 dark that not one ray 
Of light illumed the mound. 

One seed was naughty, and it said, 
"I will not try to grow; 

I do not like this cold, dark bed, 
It makes me shiver so." 

It cried and fretted all the night, 
And would not try to send 

Its tendrils up to catch the light. 
Nor any aid would lend. 

And so it never saw the sun, 

But shriveled in its bed ; 
It brought no joy to any one: 

The little seed was dead. 

The other little seed was good, 

And every day and hour 
It did the very best it could 

To grow into a flower. 
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And bye and bye a little leaf 

Pierced through the dark, damp mold; 
The great warm sun gave it relief 

From dampness and from cold. 

And every day it grew and grew 

Into a lily fair; 
Its beauty was a sight to view; 

Its fragrance filled the air. 

It gave its all, and thus fulfilled 

Its missions where it stood; 
And many lives with joy it thrilled, — 

And all because 'twas good. 



THE LILY AND THE ROSE 

Thet tell me this is Easter, 
The glad and happy day 

When Christ arose in splendor. 
And darkness fled away. 

He burst the bars of prison. 
And came to earth again; 

Our blessed, blessed Jesus 

Came back and talked with men. 
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And then He went to heayen:- 
Some day we're going, too, 

To live with Him forever, 
Beyond the sky so blue. 

Bring flowers for the Easter, 
The Lily and the Rose, 

And others, too, to brighten 
The day when Christ arose. 



CHILDREN'S CORNER 



WANTED 

Wanted — -a girl that will always do right 

Though tempted sometimes to do wrong. 
A girl to be cheerful from morning till night, 

And lighten her work with a song. 
Wanted, a girl to be honest and true, 

With never a lie on her face. 
Dear little miss, if that some one is you, 

For you I have found a good place. 

Wanted — a boy that is manly and brave, 

A boy who can work with a will. 
Wanted — a boy that hia pennies will save. 

And not steal them out of the till. 
Wanted — a boy who'll not go to the bad, 

A boy who will not smoke or chew. 
Who is the boy that can answer this "ad"? 

We have a place waiting for you. 

"Here we all are to reply to your 'ad' ; 

We hope it's not lacking in ^ace ; 
Wanted — a job; if it's clean, we are glad; 

Where is it? We aU want a place." 
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IVY VAUGHN 

One bright vrnter morning, 

Little Ivy Vaughn 
Opened wide her blue eyes 

On the snowy lawn. 
Oh, to her what wonder ! 

White was all the town; 
Feath'ry flakes were falling. 

Soft as eider-down. 

Old Jack Frost had been there 

With his silver brush. 
Fainting all the woodland, 

Every twig and rush; 
Frosting aU the windows 

With artistic hand, 
Till before her vision 

Spread out fairy-land. 

"Oh, what pretty pictures ! 

Every'sing so fine. ' 

Santa Claus with reindeer, 

One, two, three, six, nine. 
There's a little dolly 

All dressed up in white; 
But she looks as though her 

Dress was pinned too tight. 



Cftp laeautfful 



**0h! I see a pug dog, 

With his turned up aose; 
But he sits so quiet, 

Guess he must be froze. 
There's a grandpa going 

With his cane to walk; 
But he's not mj grandpa. 

If he was, he*d talk. 

*'What is that a falling, 

Oh, such pretty 'sings! 
Mamma, is they fezzers, 

Dropped from angel's wings P" 
Thus Miss Ivy prattled 

Like a little bird, 
While her mother listened, 

Musing as she heard. 

"Ah! my little darling, 

Would that I could know. 
You'd keep pure and spotless. 

As those flakes of snow. 
May the blessed Jesus, 

Watching from above, 
Twine my precious Ivy 

Round His heart of love. 
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JACK AND THE OWL 

Me. Owl, how do you do? 

1 thought I'd call to see — hoo, hoo. 

Hoo, hoo. 

Why you of course, you look so wise 
Up there, with those great, big, round eyes. 
Hoo, hoo. 

Who, who? I've called to see just YOU; 
And I am little Jack Saloo. 
Hoo, hoo. 

Why John Saloo, the new boot-black ; 
But folks — they mostly call me Jack. 
Hoo, hoo. 

Pm John, or Jack, or both. Say, now, 
I b'lieve you're spoiling for a row. 
HoOs hoo. 

Such impudence I never heard; 
You are a very saucy bird, 
Hoo, hoo. 

I'll take my aim at that broad wing, 
And answer you with my neat sling — 
Hoo, hoo. 
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He flapped his wings, but e'er he flew, 
Jack heard him say, hoo, hoo. 
Are you, hoo, hoo? 



FOR THE ALBUM OF MY LITTLE 
FRIEND GRACE 

My dear little Grace, 

There's always a place. 
Just ahead, for the girl who would win it ; 

And the place you'll obtain 

If you never complain 
Of your task, but get up and begin it. 



JUNIOR OUTLOOK CLUB 

At Chautauqua 

So here we are, the jolly folks ; 

We hope you'll love us, too ; 
And though we're full of fun and jokes, 

There's something we can do. 
And we're as happy all day long 

As ever we can be; 
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The reason is that we belong 
To order J. 0. C. 

Now did you say, "What can we do?" 

Why, lots and lots of things ; 
For out of grass and diamond dew 

We make nice diamond rings. 
And with the pretty maple leaves 

Of yellow, brown and green, 
We make the sweetest crowns and wreaths 

That ever you have seen. 

We run and play and laugh and sing 

And gather flowers, too; 
And when we tire of ev'ry thing. 

We then a-rowing go. 
When things go wrong we just keep cool. 

And try to help each other; 
And so we mind the Golden Rule, 

"Be kind to one another.'* 

Oh, what a happy world is this. 

So full of fun and frolic; 
The very sun conies down to kiss 

Us as we run and rollick. 
We love to live, and live to love ; 

We love this big, round ball ; 
But better still, we hope to prove 

We love yow best of all. 
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MY VALENTINE 

I'm going to write a Valentine, 

A truly real love letter, 
To just the sweetest girl I know; 

I can't find any better. 

I've always loved you ever since 

I knew one from another. 
So mama dear, you're my best girl, — 

I don't want any other. 

And now, my sweetheart, mama dear, 

I hope you will discover 
That I'm your truly Valentine, 

Your own dear little lover. 



A BIRD'S-EYE VIEW 

If I were but a little boy. 

Instead of on the wing, 
I'd try to carry love and joy 

To every living thing. 
I'd try to do my very best 

To be a boy that's good; 
I wouldn't rob a single nest. 

But I would scatter food. 
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And then I'd listen to the song 

Their grateful voices raise ; 
And I would join the feathered throng 

In gratitude and praise; 
I'd praise the Lord that I was just 

A boy and not a bird. 
As God is good and wise, it must 

Have been what He preferred. 

But I am happy all day long 

A little bird to be ; 
I wouldn't give my nest and song 

For anything I see. 
Be good to us, my boy; — Good-bye; 

For you our songs we'll sing, 
And with our sweetest notes we'll try 

To make the wild wood ring. 



WOULD YOU? 

If I had lots of money, 
I know what I would do ; 

I'd make a happy Christmas 
For every child. Would you? 
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And when they ask for something 
To make the Christmais merry, 

I wouldn't give a penny, 
Like Mr. Elder Berry. 

They say he's rich as Croesus, 

But he forgets, I s'pose, 
To put the Sliver money 

Into his Sunday clothes. 

rd give a whole big dollar; 

And throw it on the plate, 
And make it ring and jingle 

Like Mr. Deacon Haight. 

If I had lots of money, 

I know what I would do, 
I'd make a merry Christmas 

For every child. Would you? 



A LITTLE GIRL'S WISH 

I AM a very little girl. 

And sometimes naughty, too; 
When mamma tries to comb and curl 

My hair, it tangles so. 
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And then I fret, and am not half 

As good as I should be ; 
But mamma laughs, and makes me laugh, 

And that seems good for me. 

And then she calls me her "dear Pearl," 
And that makes me so glad. 

For if I was some other girl, 
I'd feel so dreadful bad. 

Then mamma dresses me all fine 
In white, that's nice and cool. 

And kisses me, and says : ^^It's nine ; 
Now go to Sunday School." 

And so to Sunday School I go, 
And there learn how to sing 

And pray, and to be good, and, oh, 
I learn most ev'rything. 

I love to meet my teacher dear; 

I love the Children's Day; 
I'm glad it comes once ev'ry year; 

I wish 'twould oome to stay. 
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HALLOWE^EN 

Oh, Hallowe'en is very near; 

I wonder what I'll do 
When it is really truly here, 

And where I'd best to go. 

A spirit good I'm going to be, ^ 
And try to do what's right; 

You just watch out, and you shall see 
Some fun alive that night. 

I'll take some fruit to Grandma Moore, 

And just for fun and play 
I'll set it down close by the door. 

Then ring and run away. 

And there is poor old Kate so ill ; 

I'll try to make her smile, 
With flowers and a dollar bill ; 

I think it's worth the while. 

And then some pumpkins I will take 

And fill with apples red ; 
I'll roll one in to colored Jake, 

And one to Uncle Ned. 
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I'll think up all the nicest things 
To do ; 'twill be such fun ; 

And then as quick as curfew rings, 
I'll leave it all and run. 



MY KITTY-CAT 

I WONDER where's my kitty-cat, 
And what can she be doing; 

No doubt some cunning thing she's at; 
I think I hear her mewing. 

My little kitty, is that you? 

Oh, no! it's old gray Tabor; 
I might have known it was her mew, — 

She lives with our next neighbor. 

She isn't half so good and nice 

As my dear little kitty; 
She catches rats and moles and mice 

And birds, — Oh, what a pity ! 

My darling lives on milk and meat 
And sometimes flies she catches; 

She does that little trick so neat, — 
Like this, — she jumps and snatches. 
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She has such lovely velvet paws, — 

Oh, she's a perfect lady ; 
For though she has some long, sharp claws, 

She wouldn't hurt a baby. 

Her coat is soft as silk itself. 

And long and black and glossy; 

And I have named the cunning elf 
Miss Geraldina Flossy. 

Sometimes I sly away and hide. 

And then she'll run all over. 
And pry about on every side. 

My hiding to discover. 

I've seen her roll and tumble o'er 

The bed of my best dolly; 
And throw things out upon the floor; — 

She thinks that play is jolly. 

She whirls around to catch her tail. 

Just like our English setter; 
And when the postman brings the mail, 

fehe cries to get a letter. 

She likes the Evening News so well. 

She'll scramble for the papers. 
But oh ! I can't begin to tell 

The half of her smart capers. 
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I wonder now what she is at, — 
Why, there's the little sinner! 

You naughty, — dreadful naughty — s-c-a-t 
You're eatinjg up my dinner. 



BABY NELL'S CHRISTMAS 

Thebe's a queer little stocking 

For dear Baby Nell 
Hanging up in the comer, 

And, oh, I can't tell 
What a load of nice presents 

Have found their way there, 
For it's all running over 

And fills a big chair. 

She's a dear little creature. 

With eyes of deep blue 
Looking almost like heaven. 

So pure and so true; 
And her hair is like sunshine, 

So golden and bright ; 
Hands and feet full of dimples ; — 

Oh, beautiful sight! 
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What a dear good old Santa 

To bring such nice things, 
From an odd little rattle 

To dolly that sings ; 
Shoes and stockings for baby, 

And everything fine; 
Oh, what a bright Christmas 

For baby of mine! 



CHAUTAUQUA JUNIOR CHOIR SONG 

We greet you, friends, with right good cheer. 

And bring a secret, too. 
And as we meet from year to year. 

We all intend that you 
Shall see us step a little higher. 

That's what we've been about ; 
For we are now the Junior Choir, — 

And so the secret's out. 

CHORUS 

We'll work and try and never tire 
To give you music grand; 
For don't you see 
Some fine day we 
Expect to be the Senior Choir, 
And hope to beat the band. 
Why, yes! we'll beat the band. 
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We do not now profess to be 

The greatest choir on earth; 
But all things great and small, you see, 

Had once to start from birth. 
And though we're small and yet unknown, 

'Twill not be very long 
Before you'll find that we have grown 

To be five hundred strong. 

This great Chautauqua now, whose fame 

Throughout the world can boast, 
Was once a wilderness whose name 

Had never reached the coast. 
Likewise may we some day attain 

A name that shall be known; 
Perhaps be swelled across the main, 

And heard from zone to zone. 

Now when you've heard us, if you say 

Were not much consequence, 
We'll make our bow and clear the way. 

And give the rest a chance. 
And as we want to do what's fair. 

We'll put it down in black; 
If you're not paid, just step right there, 

And get your money back. 
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CHAUTAUQUA BOYS' CLUB SONG 

Tune. ''Marching Through Georgia." 
As sung by the Club at Chautauqua. 

Bring the good old banjo, boys, 
We'll sing our B. C. Song; 

Sing it with a spirit that will 
Thrill the mighty throng; 

Sing it till we swell our club 
To fifty thousand strong, 

Marching on to Chautauqua. 

CHORUS 

Hurrah ! Hurrah ! 

Oh, we can shout and sing. 
Hurrah ! Hurrah ! 

We don't charge anything; 
And we'll try the best we can 

To make the welkin ring. 
All 'round about Lake Chautauqua. 

How we raise the chorus, as we 

Hear the joyful sound. 
When our leader says to us, 

"We'll go to camping ground"; 
Where we fish and swim and shout. 

And make the woods resound, 
All 'round about Lake Chautauqua. 
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But there's something more to us 
Than noise and fun, for when 

Next year brings vacation days. 
And we return again, 

You will find that we have grown 
To be such gentlemen, 

We'll steal all the hearts at Chautauqua. 



WHAT CAN I DO FOR JESUS? 

What can I do for Jesus, 

I am so very small? 
If only I had money, 

I know I'd give it all. 

I haven't got a penny; 

Oh, dear! What shall I do? 
I wish I did have something 

To give to Jesus, too. 

Let's see! I'm just a-thinking; 

Oh! Now I've thought about it; 
I've got the nicest feather, 

And I can do without it. 
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I'll go this very minute, 

And take it off my bonnet; 
I guess 'twill be as pretty 

If there ain't nothing on it. 

It cost a lot of money, 

And with it I can buy 
A pair of shoes and stockings 

For little Marjie Frey. 

But oh, I've thought a question; 

Can anybody tell? 
Do you suppose that Jesus 

Would love me just as well 
If I should wear my Sunday bonnet 

Without a single feather on it? 



BONNIE'S LETTER 

Three-yeab-old Bonnetta, 
All tired out with play. 

Knelt one night by mamma. 
And closed her eyes to pray. 
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Waited for a moment 
Without a single word; 

Then her sweet lips parted, 
And mamma faintly heard, 

**Won't you write to Desus, 
And send it way up high, 

By a pretty angel 

That's flying in the sky ; 

"Tell him little Bonnie 

Was naughty some to-day; 

Now she's dood and loves him, 
But I'se too tired to pray. 
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Then her hands unfolded 
And lower drooped her head; 

Mamma took her gently, 
And laid her in the bed. 



LITTLE SOLDIERS 

We are little soldiers 

In the army of the Lord, 
And we're off for battle 

With the Christian's mighty sword. 
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CHORUS 

We are out for Jesus, 

And we're going through; 
Where He leads we'll follow, 

And to Him be true. 

We have marching orders, 

"Charge against the hosts of sin," 

And we're shouting victory. 
For we know our cause will win. 

Yes, we'll fight for Jesus 

Though the strife be hard and long. 
And we'll surely conquer 

As we sing our battle song. 



SILVER HAIR 

One day little Silver Hair went for a walk. 
To pick some nice flowers that grew on a stalk ; 

She fell in the lairs 

Of three awful bears. 
Oh, wasn't that now a most terrible balk ! 
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The bears had gone out for a bit of a stroll. 
And left on the table their porridge to cool. 

She sipped the bear's food. 

And said 'twas no good. 
But drank all the soup of the little bear's bowl. 

Then Silver Hair tip-toed and tip-toed about. 
And then she grew bolder, and danced in and 
out; 

She broke down the chair 
Of the little wee bear, 
And wondered why chairs were not made big 
and stout. 

Then Silver Hair laid on the little bear's bed. 
And fell fast asleep, 'fwas so soft to her head. 

The bears soon came in 

With a chuckle and grin, 
And Silver Hair jumped through the window 
and fled. 



MY VALENTINE 

I wiSHi I had a valentine, 
A real nice love-letter; 

The whole of it to be just mine. 
Like my dear lovely setter. 
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He don't belong to anyone 
But me ; and in good weather 

We have the nicest kind of fun 
A-f rolicking together. 

But oh! the postman's coming here 

With only one big letter. 
Ifs mine! and reads, "My little dear, 

I love you so much better 
Than any little boy I know; 

And if you love another, 
I hope you'll always love me too^ 

For Fm your own dear Mother." 

Q mamma dear! how good of you 

T6 write, and 'twas so funny. 
For I was thinking of you too, 

And called you "my own Honey." 
So now yow are the dearest one; 

I love you best of any. 
And this is from your loving son, 

Your darling little Benny. 
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PUSSY-WILLOW 

Peetty little Pussy- Willow, 

On a stem you grow; 
Yet you look like real pussies, 

And I love you so, 

Pussy-Willow. 

Pretty little Pussy-Willow, 

You're a queen I note. 
Like a dainty little fairy 

In a silver coat, 

Pussy-Willow. 

Pretty little Pussy-Willow, 

Coming in the spring 
With your soft and velvet footsteps. 

You're the dearest thing, 

Pussy-Willow. 

Pretty little Pussy-Willow, 

Soft as silk your fur; 
And you look so rmich like pussy, 

I should think you'd purr. 

Pussy-Willow. 
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NIMBLE JACK FROST 

Old Jack Frost is a nimble little fellow ; 

He hustles around, 

With never a sound; 

He works through the night, 

To the broad daylight, 
Till the cattle just toss their heads and bellow. 

And he goes to the streams and makes them 
bubble ; 

The water congeals, 

As through it he steals ; 

And at the sunrise, 

Oh, what a surprise! 
There is nothing to drink, oh, what a trouble! 

Then he goes all about, here and there prying 

All over the house. 

As still as a mouse; 

He bites little ears, 

And starts the wee tears. 
And the next we all knew, oh, what a crying! 

But a lot of nice things Jack Frost is doing. 

He hangs from the trees 
Such beautiful frieze. 
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With silvery brush 
He paints ev'ry rush, 
Till we're sorry to see Jack Frost a-going. 



THE RAIN 

Oh, the rain, the rain I the gentle rain; 

Fitter, patter, pitter, patter. 
It comes against the window pane; 

Fitter, patter, pitter, patter; 

Oh, the rain, the rain ! it harder grows ; 

Spatter, spatter, spatter, spatter. 
How it beats, and beats, and louder grows; 

Spatter, spatter, spatter, spatter. 

Oh, the heavy rain! how soon it stops; 

Spatter, spatter, pitter, patter; 
Now we hear the soft and gentle drops ; 

Fitter, patter, pitter, patter; 

Oh, how cool and sweet it makes the air; 

Little, gentle pitter, patter; 
Now there's life and beauty everywhere; 

And no pitter, patter, patter. 
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LOU AND KITTY 

Two bright-eyed girls with golden curls, 
Whose names were Lou and Kitty, 

One pleasant day went out to play, 
And quarreled — ^what a pity! 

"I don't love you," said angry Lou, 
"You act so proud and haughty." 
Well, I don't care, you won't play fair, 
And you are very naughty." 
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"O, fie! for shame! you're both to blame. 
Said something in the clover, 

"For here I saw it all; caw! caw!" 
And then a crow flew over. 



"There goes a bird, — ^he must have heard ; 

I fear he'll tell about it. 
Do you suppose he really knows?" 

Said Kitty, "I don't doubt it." 

Two bright-eyed girls with golden curls. 
And dolls so neat and pretty. 

Were playing good, as children should, — 
Their names were Lou and Kitty. 
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GRASSHOPPER 

GaAssHOPPESy grasshopper, how do you do? ^ 
And what are you doing to-day? 

Are you just hopping and hopping about, 
With nothing to do but to play? 

Yes, I'm a grasshopper, busy at work. 
Then running to play as you see; 

Happy to be as I'm hopping about. 
No other, but just little me. 

Grasshopper, where did you get your long legs. 
And what 'is the use of them, pray? 

How can you manage to walk with them, too; 
I'm sure they must be in the way. 

Oh, my long legs are for travel, you see ; 

I quickly get over the ground; 
Hunting for sweets, I depend on them so ; 

Grood-bye, — a new patch I have found. 
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ROCK-A-BY BABY 

RocK-A-BY baby, oh, how I love you ; 

Rest in your cradle so neat. 
Sing me a song of your gentle Goo 600, — 

Never was music so sweet. 

CHORUS 

Rock-a-by baby, your Mamma loves you; 

LuU-a-by, Hush-a-by, baby ; 
Close the dear eyes, my little Goo Goo ; 

Sleep, Baby, lull-a-by Baby. 

Beautiful dimples and wonderful eyes, 
Where did you get them, my dear? 

Out of the somewhere up in the skies. 
Just to bring sunshine and cheer? 

Oh, what a mystery life is to me; 

Is it, my baby, to you? 
Lull-a-by Baby, oh, how can you see 

With eyes that are colored so blue. 

Hush-a-by Baby, your Mamma is near; 

Lull-a-by, Mamma will keep 
Watch o'er your slumbers, so never a fear, — 

Hush-a-by, sleep. Baby, sleep. 
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THE NAUGHTY TROUT 

^^Deab. mother," said a little trout, 

"I have the greatest notion 
To take a stroll and just run out 

And see the great big ocean." 

-% 
"Oh, no! what can you mean, my child? 

You surely must not do it; 
The waters there are very wild. 

You certainly will rue it! 

"And there are lots of ugly things, 
And dreadful whales live in it ; 

And awful fish with horns and wings, — 
They'd eat you in a minute. 

"Be happy here, within this nook. 

It is so snug and cosy." 
Said naughty trout, "/ think this brook 

Is very dull and prosy.' 
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"Now, Speckle, be a dear good trout, 
And do as mother wishes; 

And run, and swim, and play about 
With other little fishes." 
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But naughty Speckle sram away, 
His mother's counsel flouted; 

He hung his Sua) and vould not play, 
But went alone and pouted, 

"I'm not afraid of what she sajs," 
He snarled with temper soured, 

"I mtS go out a little ways — 
/ wasn't bom a coward." 

"Oh, what an awful roar out here ! 

Whew ! feel's if I should smother ; 
What makes the water taste so queer? 

Guess I'll run back to mother. 

•■Oh! oh! how scared I ajn! A whale — 
Dear me ! I'm all a-quiver ; 

He chased me and bit off my tail, 
Just as I reached the river. 

"0 mother! mother! where is she? 

If I can only find her, 
I'll be as good as I can be, 

And always try to mind her." 



TEMPERANCE SELECTIONS 



ONWARD TEMPERANCE SOLDIERS 

Tune. "Onward Christiaa Soldiers." 

Onwaed temp'rance soldiers, 

Mardiing to the fray, 
With our temp'rance banner 

Going all the way. 
Christ the royal captain 

Leads against the foe; 
Forward into battle, 

'Gainst saloons we go. 

CHORUS 

Onward temp'rance soldiers, 
Marching 'gainst the foe ; 

With our Captain Jesus, 
All saloons must go. 

Like a mighty army 

Moves the temp'rance band ; 

Brothers, we are working 
For a better land; 

We are not divided. 
All one company. 

One in hope of temp'rance. 

One in charity. 
Ill 
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All saloons shall perish 

And their power wane, 
But the cause of Jesus 

Constant will remain ; 
Gates of hell can never 

'Gainst our cause prevail ; 
Jesus is our captain, 

And He cannot fail. 

Onward then, ye people. 

Join the mighty throng. 
Blend with ours your efforts. 

Fighting down the wrong. 
We shall gain the victory, 

Then with angels sing. 
Glory, praise and honor 

Unto Christ our king. 



LIQUOR ACROSTIC 

L is for law that gives license to drink ; 

I is myself, who will keep from the brink ; 

Q is for queer that a man will partake; 

U is for you who drunkards do make ; 

O is for orphans made by the saloon ; 

R is for ruin that follows too soon. 
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WE WILL GRANT YOU A LICENSE 

It's a license you want, Mister Brewer, 

A license to make did you say. 
And to deal out your death and destruction. 

To all who may come in your way? 

Why, of course, we will grant you a license ; 

A license to make and to sell. 
When no boys can be found to be ruined, 

No girls to be dragged down to hell. 

It's a license you want, saloon keeper; 

In turn you will simply decoy 
The bright youth of our land, and your busi- 
ness. 

It's only to ruin my boy. 

You're no friend to the cause, prohibition, 
For that would prohibit your trade; 

It's a license to sell you are wanting. 
To sell all the liquor that's made. 

You would better seek other employment; 

For this is what we are about: 
We are working to tear down your business. 

And soon we will clean it all out. 
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It's your business we're seeking to batter; 

A soul we can never despise. 
You're a soul on the road to perdition ; 

Switch off, and we'll help you to rise. 



WHEN I'M A MAN 

When I'm a man, I'm bound to see 
How good a man this boy can be. 

I'll try to do with all my might. 
And be myself just what is right. 

I'll never drink a drop of beer, 
Nor any alcohol for fear 

I might lead others on in sin 
Who otherwise would not begin. 

I'll never smoke a cigarette. 
For I don't think it etiquette. 

I'll work for temperance all I can. 
And be myself a temperance man. 

And to make sure, I take the vow 
And start my work for right just now. 
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And then when I'm a man, you'll see 
How good a man this boy can be. 



UNCLE JERRY 

I OFTEN used to wonder 
At Uncle Jerry's head; 

And what could be the matter 
That made his nose so red« 

Sometimes when he went walking, 
His head would reel around; 

And once I saw him stumble, 
And fall upon the ground. 

I ran to him and lifted 
His head out of the dirt, 

And said, "Poor Uncle Jerry, 
I hope you're not much hurt." 

He said, "My little angel. 
If you will help me stop 

The cursed drink, I never 
Will touch another drop." 
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So now I'm just a-helping 
The very best I can; 

And dear old Uncle Jerry's 
A good and sober man. 



MY LITTLE KITTY 

My kitty is the dearest thing. 

With such a pretty grace, — 
You ought to hear her purr and sing, 

And see her wash her face. 
Her color is a lovely cream, 

With fur as soft as silk; 
Oh, she is just a perfect dream. 

You never saw her ilk. 

Her eyes are mixed, but mostly green. 

And large and round and bright ; 
They look the sharpest ever seen. 

For seeing things at night. 
The other day she caught a mouse. 

And oh ! she was so proud, — 
She ran and frisked about the house, 

And almost laughed aloud. 
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Oh, she is just the dearest thing; 

She loves me, that I know ; 
She'll sit by me and purr and sing, 

Which means, "I love you so." 
My kitty is a temperance cat. 

For milk is what she takes; 
She never drinks a drop of that 

Stuff which intoxicates. 



TEMPERANCE ACROSTIC 

T stands for teetot'ler, a very good name; 
E stands for ebriety, oh, what a shame ; 
M stands for a man who stops always to think ; 
P stands for the party that votes for no 

drink ; 
E stands for the enemies of the saloon ; 
R stands for the rumseller doomed to quit 

soon; 
A stands for King Alcohol, terrible foe ; 
N stands for the boy who says to him no. 
C stands for our Country, above all it towers ; 
E stands for the Eagle, proud emblem of ours. 
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A LIVING PICTURE 

"We'll have some fun this evening: 

Let's play we're keeping house, 
And I will be the mamma," 

Said little Roxy Rouse. 
"And Benny will be papa, 

And Ralph my little boy, 
And we will borrow baby, 

To be our darling Roy." 

So Roxy went and whispered 

Something in Benny's ear, 
And called Ralph in the comer 

Where no one else could hear. 
And after things were settled, 

The papa went out door. 
And mamma went to sweeping 

The hearth and kitchen floor. 

Then presently a footstep, ' 

And papa staggered in ; 
And ugly words he muttered. 

As though inflamed with gin. 
Then mamma caught the baby. 

And Ralph he clung to her, — 
All huddled in a corner. 

And did not dare to stir. 
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For they were very frightened, 

And Ralph and mamma cried. — 
There sat the real father, 

And mother by his side. — 
"O wife ! Why, that's the picture 

Of home Pve made for you. 
I promised to be faithful. 

And always good and true. 

"Now if you will forgive me, 

I make this solemn vow. 
That henceforth and forever, 

I'll keep the pledge from now." — 
This is a living picture. 

Enacted in real life; 
It changed a hell to heaven, 

And made a happy wife. 



TILL OUR BANNER IS CLEAN 

"The flag of the free." How I love its dear 
folds, 

As it gracefully sways to the breeze. 
It' speaks of a power that Liberty holds, 

From the center all 'round to the seas. 
But oh! there's a stain on its beautiful bars 



120 Leateg faom tfte 

Where the blood of our brothers is seen ; 
And rum with its ruin has dimmed the bright 
stars. 
And we mourn that our flag is not clean. 

CHORUS 

We will work for the flag of the free, 

With its red and white bars, 
And its beautiful stars. 

Till no stain on the banner we see. 
With saloons driven out. 

To the heavens we'll shout. 
Hip, Hurrah for the flag of the free. 

The cry of the mothers, "Oh! save our dear 
boys," 
From the cot to the palaces grand 
In anguish goes up, while the drinking and 
noise 
Of the revel goes on in the land. 
The vote of our fathers could wipe out the 
stain, 
Where the blood of our brothers is seen; 
O voters, we beg for the sake of the slain, 
Make our beautiful banner all clean. 

We will pray with a faith, and we'll work with 
a will. 
And our temperance bells we will ring, 
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Till death and decay smite the "worm of the 
still," 

Then in truth and indeed we may sing, 
Our banner is clean! May it ever more wave 

And its bars never trail in the dust ; 
From wrong and oppression 'tis mighty to save, 

With its motto, "In God is our trust." 



THE CHRISTIAN AND THE LIQUOR 

MAN 

OR 
THE PARTNERSHIP PLAN 

Two Christian men once started out, 

Each on a business plan. 
The one went into partnership 

With a very clever man; 
But had he read between the lines, 

To find him true and tried. 
He might have seen the horns and hoofs 

He tried in vain to hide. 

His partner was a man of means, 
And had an uptown store. 

He took a glass just now and then, 
A social glass, no more. 
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But down town was a brick saloon, 
And where he sometimes went. 

Ostensibly to get his duties, 
His revenue, the rent. 

The other was a temperance crank. 

And worked against the still ; 
And little revenue he got. 

But often got ill-will. 
And yet this cranky crank he turned 

From morning until night. 
And ground and turned against the wrong 

And turned out for the right. 

He turned out Prohibition votes; 

And on the ballot wrote, 
"If you would not your conscience lose, 

You'd better lose your vote. 
For every time a party wins, 

The opposite hajs lost; 
So keep your record clean, and vote 

For right at any cost.*' 

The Christian and the liquor man 

Grew rich at every turn ; 
And) while their parties got a haul. 

They'd money still to bum ; 
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And so they lighted the cigar, 

And swallowed liquid fire, 
As customs in their ^^set" demand, 

And usages require. 

They by their good old party stood, 

Nor at the wrong did flinch. 
The devil, he stood right by them. 

And didn't budge an inch. 
For while they went to cast their votes 

To license the saloon. 
He took their boys inside his hell. 

To dance his rigadoon. 

• 

The temperance crank he kept right on 

And steady at his work; 
And while the people laughed he turned, 

Nor did his duty shirk. 
And while they poked their fun at him, 

He turned out votes, and made. 
On dens of vice and sinks of sin 

And hell-saloons, a raid. 

And as he turned his crank he sang. 

"Although my partner is 
A silent partner, yet the earth 

And all the gold are His. 
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He polls the Prohibition votes, 
And numbers them on high; 

And so we work to save the world. 
My blessed Lord and I." 

The Christian and the liquor man 

Went hand in hand to wealth. 
And then their boys went hand in hand 

To use it up by stealth. 
And all the money they could get, 

They freely spent within 
The places that their fathers made 

A legal place to sin. 

They went right on in sin and shame. 

Though pierced by many darts ; 
They broke their father's bank, alas ! 

Then broke their mother's hearts. 
And though they're out of hell to-day, 

They have but one to thank: 
The man who got right after them. 

That "Prohibition Crank." 
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REDEEMED FROM THE WINE CUP 

Toil on, though the night may be dreary and 
long; 

The day of the Lord draweth nigh, 
When from His redeemed, the victorious song, 

Shall fill all the earth and the sky. 
All glory to Jesus our Captain and King, 

Who reigneth below and above; 
For He hath redeemed us ; let all the earth sing 

His wonderful, wonderful love. 

The earth is redeemed from the traffic of drink, 

Her sons and her daughters are free ; 
No more shall they stumble upon the dark 
brink ; 

They're saved, and forever shall be. 
All glory to Jesus our Captain and King, 

Who reigneth below and above; 
For He hath redeemed us, let all the earth sing 

His wonderful, wonderful love. 

Redeemed from the wine cup! Redeemed from 
the cup 
Of poison more deadly than wine; 
No more shall hearts break for the homes 
broken up, 
For lights bum anew on the shrine. 
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All glory to Jesus our Captain and King, 

Who reigneth below and above ; 
For He hath redeemed us, let all the earth sing 

His wonderful, wonderful love. 

Redeemed from the wine cup! Oh, let the re- 
frain. 

From hill-top to hill-top ring out; 
Till all the broad earth shall echo the strain. 

And millions of freemen shall shout. 
All glory to Jesus our Captain and King, 

Who reigneth below and above; 
For He hath redeemed us, let all the earth sing 

His wonderful, wonderful love. 

'Redeemed from the wine cup! Ye children of 
men. 

From chains of oppression arise; 
The earth is redeemed. Hallelujah! Amen! 

Let praises ascend to the skies. 
All glory to Jesus our Captain and King, 

Who reigneth below and above; 
For He hath redeemed us, let all the earth sing 

His wonderful, wonderful love. 
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THE HAPPY HELPERS' POEM 

We are Happy Helpers, 

Doing what we can 
For our blessed Master, 

Leading in the van. 

Would you know our motto? 

It is none of self, 
But we live for others, 

Seeking not for pelf. 

OUR COLORS 

And our choice of colors 

Is the blue and white. 
One from out the rainbow. 

All the sev'n for light. 

White has for its meaning 
All that's good and true, 

Purity and virtue 

Tried and true is blue. 

OUR FLOWER 

WeVe the dearest flower 

In the garden plot; 
'Tis the little, modest. 

Sweet forget-me-not. 
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And we chose the beauty 

For its white and blue, 
And to learn the lesson 

To be humble, too. 

Also through this flower 

Each would speak her thought; 
When you breathe a prayer, 

Please forget me not. 

TEMPERANCE 

One thing more ; we'd have you 
Know that we are sound 

On the temperance question; 
And just where we're found. 

But we'll wait and labor; 

For our Master knows 
Some sweet day our land will 

^^Blossom like the rose." 



PRACTICE 

And we try to practice 
All we daily preach. 

Learning fast the lessons 
That our colors teach. 
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For we know what measure 

We to others mete 
Will to us be measured 

At the mercy seat. 

So we're daily trying 

To be pure and true, 
Doing unto others 

As we'd have them do; 

Walking in the foot-steps 

That our Master trod. 
We are Happy Helpers 

Traveling home to God, 

Where we have a mansion 

Beautiful and grand. 
Waiting for His children 

In the Glory Land. 



I'M EIGHT YEARS OLD 

I'm eight years old my next birthday. 
For I was seven last week; 

I've something now I want to say, 
A piece I'd like to speak. 



180 Leateg faom tbt 

I'm getting older all the while, 

And growing big and stout ; 
And I believe 'twould make you smile 

To hear what Vm about. 

It's nothing great, but I can tell 

Of little things you see ; 
And first I've joined the L. T. L., 

A temp'rance boy to be. 

I'll never smoke a cigarette, 

Nor chew the dirty weed; 
I'll never live — don't you forget — 

On what the pigs won't feed. 

And I am bound, you see, to be 

The best boy in the town. 
And so maybe 'twill earn for me 

A place of some renown. 

And when I get to be a man, 
I'm going to vote, you know; 

Now, then, dear friends, this is my plan ; 
Saloons wiU have to go I 
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AN IDEAL BOY 

I HAVE an ideal boy in mind, 
A boy that's good and true; 

He's gentle, manly, brave and kind ; 
I wonder if it's you! 

He's full of life and play and fun, 
And does not sulk or frown; 

He'll gladly for his mother run 
On errands over town. 

I've never seen that brave boy yet 
Among the crowds that smoke; 

He thinks to puff a cigarette 
Is at the best no joke. 

And as for drink he never takes. 
He says, "the horrid stuff 

That ruins and intoxicates; 
Cold water's good enough." 

And on the Sabbath day he's seen 
At church and Sunday School; 

He keeps his words and record clean, 
And minds the Golden Rule. 
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I wonder who that boy can be! 

If only it were true, 
That every boy were brave as he, 

Is that boy yow, or you? 



COLD WATER 

Oh, we are little boys, 

And though we make some noise, 
We're not so very, very bad; 

We're bound that you shall see 
How good some boys can be, — 

Enough at least to make you glad. 

CHORUS 

Now, what do you think 

We little boys drink? 
Why, something to make you be glad 
and rejoice. 
Cold water's the thing. 
Right from the pure spring ; 

Cold water ! now what do you think 
of our choice. 

For when we walk the street 

If bad boys we should meet. 
Who say, "Come in and take a drink," 
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We say to them, "Not much; 
The stuff we never touch 

That makes a fellow wink and blink." 

We don't admire the man 

Who drinks out of the can, 
The one the army calls canteen. 

We think it's horrid stuff. 
Cold water's good enough 

For us, for that is pure and clean. 



OUR NATION 

The clang of arms, the clash of steel. 

Incited by the rolling drum. 
Resounded loud for woe or weal, 

And tongues were mute and lips were dumb. 
As watching from afar, they saw 

The smoky wave surge to and fro; 
With trembling hearts and filled with awe, 

They watched one hundred years ago. 

And aching hearts grew faint and sick, 
For long and dreadful was the fray; 

But when at last, so densely thick, 

The smoke and clouds had cleared away. 
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Upon the graves that strewed the land 

Was found a thing in embryo : 
A nation, beautiful and grand, 

Sprung up one hundred years ago. 

Since then, old father Time has sown 

The seeds of death with angry frown ; 
And with his ruthless scythe hath mown 

His thousands upon thousands down. 
And yet she lives! Our nation lives, 

To bless the day that gave her birth. 
3he reaches out her hand, and gives 

A "Welcome Home" to all the earth. 

But shall our banner grand and fair. 

The ensign of a nation free, 
I^ook down on human souls that wear 

The galling chains of slavery. 
More dreadful far than any wrought 

From iron ore in furnace fires? 
For while drink finds the victim caught. 

It fills the soul with base desires. 

O nation grand! O people free! 

How long shall rum dominion hold. 
And blot out the divinity I 

God stamped on man so strong and bold! 
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How long will ye so idly stand 

And view the wrecks of human lives 

That broadcast lie throughout the land, 
While rum, the dreadful demon, thrives ! 

Arise in all the strength and pride 

Of freedom and a holy cause, 
Till our loved land be purified. 

And joy abound through righteous laws. 
Then with glad anthems shall we sing, 

"Justice and truth have met below" ; 
And to the skies the chorus ring, 

"Praise God from Whom all blessings flow.*' 



HYMNS THAT HAVE BEEN SET TO 
MUSIC 



THE BIBLE 

Td ratheif have that noble Guide, 
Which Jesus Christ hath given, 

Than own the glittering worid beside, 
And miss the road to heaven. 

My mind with truths I'd rather store. 
On which my God may look, 

Than gamer all the wealth of lore 
That's found in every book. 

I'd rather search for hidden gems. 

With unremitting toil ; 
To wreathe my brow with diadems 

From out its precious soil, 

Than wear the richest kingly gowns, 

Obtained at any price; 
Or all the diadems and crowns 

This side of paradise. 

Withiii that Holy Book is found 

A balm for every pain; 

And he who reads it shall abound 

In everlasting gain. 

139 
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"CAST THY BREAD UPON THE 

WATERS^ 

Cast thy bread upon the waters ; 

Thou shalt not the poorer be ; 
Give to him that asketh bounty; 

Some day 'twill come back to thee. 

It will come in richest blessing 
From the storehouse of the Lord, 

With an overflowing measure 
Upon those who trust His word. 

It will come like springs of water 
Gushing from the desert sand 

To the weary way-worn traveler 
In a dry and thirsty land. 

It will come like heavenly manna 
In thy soul's dark hour of need, 

And with Heaven's benediction 
Thou shalt reap in joy thy seed. 

Oh, remember then the needy. 
Turn not any from thy door, 

Gro thyself into the highway, 

Seek the wretched and the poor. 
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Cast thy bread upon the waters ; 

Thou shalt not the poorer be ; 
Give to him that asketh bounty ; 

Some day 'twill come back to thee. 



THE KING OF GLORY 

Lift up your heads, ye gates of gold, 
Let darkness flee the morning hour ; 

O earth rejoice, for lo! behold 

The King of Glory comes in power. 

CHORUS 

Who is this King of Glory? 

Who is this King of Glory? 
All heaven boasts, — 
The Lord of Hosts : 

He is the King of Glory. 

The King arrayed in royal might 
Rides forth to conquer all the world; 

In letters of celestial li^t. 

His banner then shall be unfurled. 
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And by and by, with joys tenfold. 
He'll come in clouds His saints to bring ; 

And every eye shall then behold 
The beauty of our coming King. 

Lift up your heads, ye pearly gates ; 

Ye everlasting doors, swing wide ; 
For lo! the King of Glory waits 

To usher in His ransomed Bride. 



HE'LL Wn»E THE TEARS 

When darkness shrouds your lonely path, 

And long and dreary seems the way, 
With aching heart and tearful eyes 

You sigh in vain for break of day, 
O pilgrim, then look up; behold! 

A bright light shining in the sky, 
The "Bright and Morning Star" appears ; 

He'll wipe the tears from ev'ry eye. 

He comes to bind the broken heart; 

He comes to make the darkness light. 
To guide your weary feet to find 

The blessed mom that hath no night. 
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And when your soul shall joyful rise 
To its celestial home on high. 

The Lord shall lead jou tenderly; 
He'll wipe the tears from ev'ry eye. 

In pastures green ye shall he down. 

And rest beside the living spring; 
Oh, joy of joys! when heaven is gained 

Ye shall not want for anything, 
For there shall be no pain nor death ; 

Ye shall not sorrow, neither cry. 
For God himself shall be your God ; 

He'll wipe the tears from ev'ry eye. 



THE HOUR WITHIN THE GROVE 
A VESPER HYMN. 

Theee is a time and place I love, 

Lit up by sunset rays; 
It is the hour within the grove, 

That brings its pray'r and praise. 
The quiet, sacred vesper hour, 

Is like unto a leaven 
Within the soul, an unseen power 

That woos us on to heaven. 
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CHORUS 

Within this consecrated, blest retreat, 

My soul would still abide, 
With Him to hold communion sweet. 

Who made the eventide 

Amen. 

He gilded with a hand unseen, 

The sky of richest hue; 
He reared the lofty walls of green. 

And canopy of blue. 
The countless stars that flash at even. 

The moon, the silver sea, 
All, all were by His bounty given 

To bless humanity. 

His glory sounds through all the trees. 

And sparkles in the dew. 
And, borne ui>on the gentle breeze. 

We hear His praise anew. 
Ye who delight to do His will. 

Come join the song of love. 
And let your joyful praises fill 

The hour within the Grove. 
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"NOW I LAY ME DOWN TO SLEEP" 

Now I lay me down to sleep, 

While slumber deep 
Brings sweet repose, and all is lost to sense 

and sight. 
Through all the lone and mystic silence of the 

night, 
Amid the darkness and the dangers, till the 
light, 
I pray Thee, Lord, my soul to keep. 

CHORUS 

Now I lay me down to sleep, 

I pray Thee, Lord, my soul to keep. 

If I should die before I wake, 

I pray Thee, Lord, my soul to take. 

If I should die before I wake. 

Oh, grant to make 
The gates of the Celestial City wide to swing. 
And to the bosom of my loving Savior, King, 
Where I His joyful praises ever more may sing, 

I pray Thee, Lord, my soul to take. 
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BOAST NOT OF TO-MORROW 

The spirit is calling, is calling you home ; 

My brother, how can you delay? 
Boast not of to-morrow, for when it is come, 

To-morrow is only to-day. 

Boast not of to-morrow, for can you not see. 

To-morrow is only to-day? 
'Tis now He is pleading, "Oh, come unto me;" 

My brother, why will you delay? 

Boast not of to-morrow, this may be the last. 
The very last chance for your soul ; 

To-morrow may find you where time is all past. 
Where waves of eternity roll. 

Boast not of to-morrow, it may be too late; 

Then, brother, I charge you beware! 
For what will you do at the beautiful gate. 

If no one is waiting you there? 



JESUS, MY LORD 

I'd rather get down at the feet of my Lord, 
And gather the crumbs as they fall, 

Than sit as a guest at a sumptuous board. 
Where Jesus has not had a call. 



Citg TBeautUul 147 

I'd rather my body a temple should be, 
Where Jesus my Master would stay, 

Than have all the wealth of the kingdoms, 
And see Him driven forever away. 

I'd rather have Him for companion and 
friend, 
His book for my counsel and guide. 
Than walk in vain pleasure, and find at the 
end 
No refuge in which I may hide. 

I want to leave all in His hands ev'ry day. 

To do as it creemeth Him best ; 
And self on the altar a sacrifice lay. 

And on His sweet promises rest. 



HIS WAY IS BEST 

OuE Father's way is always best; 
He knows what is, and is to be ; 
To walk with Him is peace and rest; 
Though it be through Gethsemane, 
His hand shall be a guide to thee. 
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CHORUS 

In His sweet will is found the place 
More sacred than all else beside, 
Where Jesus meets us face to face, 
And souls are blest and purified. 

The Lord has never made mistake; 
This way was hallowed by His feet; 
Then clasp His hand and He will make 
The darkness light, the bitter sweet, 
And all thy life with joy replete. 

O heart, 'tis better to obey; 
For love of thee His heart was riven ; 
Then follow where He leads, nor stray. 
Nor miss the royal road to heaven, 
Since what is best His love has given. 

When bye and bye our trials past, 
We stand beside the crystal sea. 
To have full fellowship at last. 
It will be sweet to know that He 
Chose what was best for you and me. 
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WONDERFUL CHANGE 

WoNDBRFTTL change that came over my soul 
When the dear Lord in His love took con- 
trol. 
Cleansed every stain, made me every whit 
whole. 
Wonderful, wonderful change, 
Oh, what a wonderful change! 

Wonderful change from the thraldom of sin 
Into His love where His pleasures begin ; 

Oh, praise the Lord! how the glory shone in. 
Wonderful, wonderful change. 

Oh, what a wonderful change! 

Wonderful way how it all came about, 
I am 80 happy. His praise I must shout ; 

Oh, Hallelujah! His glory shines out. 
Wonderful, wonderful change. 

Oh, what a wonderful change! 

Yet there's a change that is greater than this, 
When the cold waters our weary feet kiss. 

And we're transported to mansions of bliss. 
Wonderful, wonderful change. 

Oh, what a wonderful change! 
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THE LOVE OF GOD 

The love of God ! How can we know 
The wideness of that wondrous sea! 
Great mystery ! He loveth so, 
His arms encircle even me. 

• 

The love of God is deep as sin 
Hath plunged the soul of man in guilt. 
It stoops the deepest-dyed to win; 
For even them His blood was spilt. 

It soars above the highest star, 
With all His loved, redeemed, forgiv'n. 
And carries them from earth afar. 
To dwell with Christ and God in heav'n. 

And this great love shall aye endure 
Throughout the vast eternity; 
Till that is p€ust, His love is sure 
And boundless as infinity. 

O God, within Thy heart to dwell, 
Do Thou my feeble love enthrone, 
That length, nor breadth, nor nether hell 
Shall separate me from mine own. 
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ONE I WOULD SEE 

When I shall reach the Golden Strand 
That borders on the Better Land, 

I fain would drink from fountains bright, 
And bathe in rivers of delight ; 

But oh, what joy! What bliss to see, 
The blessed Lord who loveth me. 

I long to see that realm of light. 

My glorious home that knows no night. 

And walk its beauteous streets of gold. 
And all the wonders there behold; 

But more than all, I want to see 

The One who made that home for me. 

And over on the other shore. 

Are lov'd ones who have gone before; 

And happiness 'twill be to meet 

With them, and hold communion sweet. 

Yet more than all, I long to see 
The One who lived for love of me. 

Of all the treasures here or there. 

Of wealth or friends, none can compare 

To Him, who fully satisfies. 

On whom I'll gaze with wond'ring eyes ; 

And then, oh, then what joy to see 
The One who died for love of me ! 
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THE SEARCH-LIGHT 

Come, Holy Spirit, search my heart, 

And try my ways and see 
That every evil thing depart, 

"And sin die out in me." 

CHORUS 

Come with thy great and mighty power. 
Thou Search-light of my soul; 

Turn on the light, that from this hour 
I may be pure and whole. 

Turn on the light, till there's no night. 
Thou Search-light of my soul. 

O! let thy searching, cleansing rays. 

Reveal this self of sin; 
Though I must shudder while I gaze. 

Search me without, within. 

Then, Lord, I ask for Thy dear sake, 

A sinner vile and lost. 
That Thou wilt cleanse my soul, and make 

Me clean at any cost. 

Dear Lord, I still have one more plea, 

I cannot be denied. 
If Thou reveal thyself in me, 

I shall be satisfied. 
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LOOK TO JESUS 

Abe you looking unto Jesus 
Morning, noon, and eventide, 

Praying that his gracious presence 
May within your heart abide? 

Oh, how sweet to look to Jesus 

'Mid the trials of the day; 
Just a look will lift the burden. 

And will brighten up the way. 

/ 

He has promised grace sufficient 

To His child in time of need ; 
He is ever true and faithful. 

And a friend in very deed. 

Let us then look up to Jesus, 
For He cares for thee and me ; 

And He'll bear us in His bosom 
Safely o'er life's mystic sea. 

He'll present us pure and faultless 

To the presence of the King, 
With exceeding joy forever, 

There the glad new song to sing. 
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CHRIST IS COMING 

I Then. !▼. 16. 

Cheist is oomlng. Yes, He's coining 
In the clouds with power and might; 

Every eye shall then behold Him; 
None shall miss that wcmdrous sight. 

Yes, the Lord himself is coming 

With a shout down through the skies, 

With the Toioe of the Archangel, 
And the dead in Christ shall rise. 

He is coming in great glory 

For his loved and dierished bride ; 

Have you on the wedding garments. 
Do you in His love abide? 

He is coming, surely coming; 

Is it anything to you? 
Will you love the Lord's appearing? 

Oh, if not, what will you do? 

He is coming, coming quickly; 

Sinner, haste; do not delay. 
All the unsaved, come to Jesus, 

And be ready for that day. 
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Oh, the glorious dawn is nearing; 

I can hear the song, I ween, 
Of the hosts ; and o'er the hill-tops 

Catch a glimmer of the sheen. 

He is coming; yes, He's coming 

In the clouds with power and might. 

Are you ready, O my brother. 

If the Lord should come to-night? 



THE LOIU> IS RISEN 

This is the glad, bright Easter mom ; 

Let all the earth rejoice and sing. 
With joy and praise the day adorn, 

For Christ is risen, and He is King. 

The Lord is risen. Behold the place 

Where death was robbed of his sharp sting ; 

Let no one fear the foe to face. 
For Christ is risen, and He is King. 

The Lord is risen. He is not here. 

Oh, seek Him not where bides this gloom ; 
To His dear ones He will appear, 

But not within the empty tomb. 
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The Lord is risen ! He broke the bars 
That held the prison door of Death. 

With heav'n and earth and morning stars, 
Let praise employ your latest breath. 

The Lord is risen the earth to bless! 

Then cease your mourning o'er the grave; 
Put on the robes of righteousness, 

And rise and sing His power to save. 



THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD 

Psalm zziii. 

The Lord is my Shepherd, my friend and my 
guide, 

No want can I know but His love doth pro- 
vide. 

In green, quiet pastures He maketh me lie. 

The cool stilly waters He leadeth me by. 

CHORUS 

The Lord is my Shepherd. He loveth His 
sheep. 

How can I but love and obey; 
He beareth me over the rough, rocky steep. 

And tenderly leadeth the way. 



Citp Igeauttfttl 157 

He spreadeth my table from out of His store ; 
With bountiful blessings my cup runneth o'er; 
My soul is revived in communion so sweet, 
As I drink of the water of life at His feet. 

Though days may be weary my strength He'll 

renew; 
His goodness and mercy will follow me 

through ; 
And when through the valley He calls me to 

He will not forsake me, He loveth me so. 

His songs will I render from day unto day, 
In bowers of beauty forever and aye; 
I'll sing of His mercies while this life is given. 
And praise Him at last in the glory of Heaven. 



IN THE SHADOW OF THY WING 

He that dwelleth in the presence 
Of the Highest shall abide 

Where no trouble ever cometh, 
Where no evil can betide. 
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When the clouds of sorrow gather, 
And the billows o'er me roll, 

Safe within His blest pavilion, 
He will hide my weary soul. 

I will plead the precious promise, 
Of His tender loving care, 

For the destitute and needy. 
And He will regard my prayer. 

And the angry waves shall slumber. 
At the bidding of His will. 

He will calm the raging tumult, 
With His gentle, "Peace, be still.'' 



HIS WAY IS RIGHT 

My Father knows what things I need ; 

He will my wants supply; 
And He my famished soul will feed; 

He hears my feeblest cry. 

CHORUS 

Oh, praise the Lord ! I surely know 
My Father's way is right. 

Oh, Hallelujali! for He makes 
The dark ablaze with light. 

Oh, praise Him for the Light. 
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If in the desert place I roam. 

Or in the blighting cold, 
He follows me and brings me home 

Within the loving fold. 

And when the way seems dark and drear, 

And storms around me close, 
He gently whispers, "Never fear. 

Your Heavenly Father knows." 

And so the rugged way I take, 

Nor fear the darkest night; 
For He is with me and will make 

The dark ablaze with light. 



COME AND SEE 

If you would know of Jesus' love, 

The love of Calvary, 
And how He left His throne above 

For you, — then come and see. 

Oh, come and know His love so true. 
His love for you and me; 

There is no other way for yon 
But just to come and see. 
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And would you know of Jesus' power 

To save and sanctify? 
Then turn to Him this very hour, 

He'll listen to your cry. 

His peace and joy we cannot tell, 
But feel it day by day. 

Then come and you shall know as welly- 
There is no other way. 

Oh, come and He will now begin 

His blessings to bestow; 
He'll cleanse you from all stains of sin, 

And wash you white as snow. 



CHRISTMAS BELLS 

Ring out the bells, the Christmas bells, 
O'er land and sea, in ev'ry clime; 
And as the joyous music swells 
In honor of a truth sublime. 

Rejoice and sing. 

For Christ your King 
Was bom, who now in glory dwells. 
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O love divine ! How can we know 

How deep the fountain of that love ; 

How rich the everlasting flow 

That brought Him from His throne above ; 

From streets of gold 

And joys untold 
He came, because He loved us so. 

Ring out the bells! Let ev'ry voice 
Unite to swell the sweet refrain, 
And make the lowly Child your choice. 
In glory He will come again 

Down from His throne 

To claim His own 
Forevermore, rejoice! rejoice! 



THE BEAUTIFUL HILLS 

Psalm cxxi. 

I wiLjj look to the hills, to the beautiful hills, 
Where the pure living fountains are found, 

Whence my help cometh down in their life giv- 
ing rills. 
That with joy make the desert abound. 
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CHORUS 

Oh, the beautiful, beautiful hills! 

Oh, the beautiful, beautiful hills! 
My soul thrills with delight 

At the rapturous sight 
Of the beautiful glory crowned hills. 

On the evergreen hills is the fair tree of life, 
With its balm for all sorrow and care; 

And its bowers are free from temptation and 
strife. 
For the angel of Peace dwelleth there. 

The Great Shepherd of Israel a faithful watch 
keeps. 
That my foot be not moved from the way; 
I will trust, for my Lord neither slumbers nor 
sleeps. 
And the night is to him as the day. 

The dark pathway He hallowed I will not de- 
spise, 
I will drink of the cup that He fills, 
And for joy in the darkness, will lift up mine 
eyes 
To the light of the beautiful hills. 
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NOTHING TOO HARD FOR THEE 

God, who art Lord of the universe round, 
Thou art great as Thy love is free ; 

Thy word is sufficient my foes to confound, 
For there's nothing too hard for Thee. 

Where duty commands me I safely may go; 

Li Thy strength I may bound the sea; 
Though mountains arise they shall all be laid* 
low, 

For there's nothing too hard for Thee. 

Though clouds may surround me like darkness 
of night. 

That my pathway I cannot see, 
Thy word is a lamp and Thy presence is light ; 

Oh, there's nothing too hard for Thee. 

No trials or sorrows my peace can destroy; 

Thou art more than the world to me ; 
In Thee, my Father, is fullness of joy. 

And there's nothing too hard for Thee. 



164 Lcattcg ftom tfcc 

STEP OUT UPON THE PROMISES 

Has the day been dark with shadows. 

And the evening shut you in. 
Full of bitter disappointment 

For the place you hoped to win? 
Then step out upon this promise, 

For His word is good and true: 
"If you love the blessed Master, 

All things work for good to you." 



Are you tempted and discouraged? 

Do the trials of the hour 
Like a flood sweep in upon you 

With an overwhelming power? 
Then step out upon this promise; 

It was tried by one of old : 
"I'll be with thee in all trouble. 

And will bring thee forth as gold. 
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If you follow in His footsteps. 

You can never go astray, 
Tho' it be across the desert. 

He went all that lonely way; 
Then step out upon this promise; 

On His word you may rely: 
"In the right way I'll instruct thee, 

I will guide thee with mine eye." 
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As the stars that in the heavens 

Look like diamonds in the night. 
So His promises shine brightest 

When we cannot see the light ; 
Then step out upon this promise; 

Of your best and truest Friend: 
"I will never, never leave thee; 

I'll be with thee to the end." 



THE GOD OF THE UNIVERSE CARETH 

FOR THEE 

When your courage is gone, and your efforts 
are vain. 
And success is not met anywhere; 
When your melodies change to a minor re- 
frain. 
And there's no loving friend who will care; 
Then remember, dear one, that His love is so 
free. 
That the God of the universe careth for 
thee. 
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When the sun has gone down, and you sit in 
the gloom, 
To reflect on the trials and strife. 
How the battle is lost, as you look in the tomb 

Of your dearest ambitions of life; 
Then remember 'tis true as truth ever can be, 
That the God of the universe careth for 
thee. 

At the last, when the night with its sorrows 
are o'er. 
And eternity's day shall have birth. 
In the bliss of that hour, as you clasp on the 

shore 
All your glorified treasures of earth, 

In the light of his love, you will know, you 

will see. 
Why the God of the universe careth for thee. 



SALOONS ARE GOING 

Saloons are going ev'ry day; 

Come, join our legion band 
That's working hard to drive away 

The evil from our land. 
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CHORUS 

yes ! saloons are going, 

That's just what we're about ; 

We'll shout the mighty chorus: 
Saloons are going out ! 

There's glorious Maine and Kansas free. 

Brave North Dakota, too; 
There's Oklahoma, young and fair, 

With others just in view. 

A^d^Uhe South i. growing white, ' 
They've struck the grand key-note; 

They're rushing in, state after state, — 
For happy homes they vote. 

Come, friends and neighbors, ev'ry one. 

You have a part to bear; 
Come, help us keep the temp'rance wave 

A-roUing everywhere. 

When ev'ry state has voted right. 

With banners all unfurled. 
We'll drive saloons from off the earth. 

We'll whiten all the world! 
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WE'RE GOING TO VOTE 

Feshafs yau think we're very small. 
And can't da much but play ; 

But don't you see we're growing tall 
And bigger ev'ry day? 

CHORUS 

And by and by we're going to vote. 

And then saloons we'll put to rout ; 
So from this time ydu just take note, 

We'll vote the liquor traffic out. 
For when we're twenty-one 
The right thing will be done ; 

We'll do it; yes, we'll vote it out. 

But oh, we wish before that day, 
That our big brothers tall. 

Would vote just as we children pray. 
And heed the children's call. 

Dear friends, we'll be, don't you forget. 
The best boys in the town. 

For we will shun the cigarette. 
And turn our glasses down. 
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We'll work against saloons as well. 

Nor at our post will sleep. 
For we have joined the L. T. L., 

And all its rules we'll keep. 



NOT A SINGLE SALOON 

Tim- temperance workers win in the fray — 

We hope that will oome about soon — 
We'll pray, and well work, and vote as we 

pray» 
To banish the awful saloon. 

CHORUS 

We will not have a single saloon ; 

Well make some new laws, 

And put in a clause, 

To destroy er'ry single saloon* 

Well pray ev'ry day, 

And Tote as we pray. 
Till there won't be a single saloon « 
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Saloons are a foe to ev'ry good things 

And rum is a poison that kills ; 
For ruin of soul and body they bring; 

They empty the cupboards and tills. 

They take children's clothes right off from their 
backs. 

And shoes from their feet till they bleed, 
Then pay Uncle Sam a revenue tax, 

And think they have done a good deed. 

We're willing to work from morning till night. 
Then work by the light of the moon, 

To make people vot^ for laws that are right. 
That won't have a single saloon. 



THE TEMPERANCE BUGLE CALL 

Oh, don't you hear the bugle call? 

It sounds from ev'ry nation. 
Help, fathers, brothers, one and all. 

The Loyal Temp'rance Legion. 
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CHORUS 

The bugle is the L. T. L., 
And temp'rance is our cheer. 

Come now, and join the L. T. L. 
And take the pledge right here. 

What's that you say? Oh, yes ! you ask. 
What we young folks are doing; 

Why, we have set ourselves the task. 
Of all saloons undoing. 

We'll never stop till far and near 
We see saloons all crumble ; 
We're not afraid of jest or jeer 
Or anybody's grumble. 

Come, fathers, brothers, join the fray. 
Yourselves and time devoting; 

And this is how we'll gain the day, 
We'll work while you are voting. 



SELECTIONS FROM POEMS WRITTEN 
FOR SPECIAL OCCASIONS 



J. F. STARKWEATHER 



FRIENDSHIP 

"The Earth can boast no purer tie, 

No brighter, richer gem, 
No Jewel of a lovelier dye. 

Than Friendship's diadem." 



LINES FOR AN ALBUM 



Oh, may this volume's mission be 

To hold the names of friends to thee, — 

Of friends who will through all your needs 

Prove friendship's worth by love and deeds. 
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CONCERNING 
THE HOUSE OF THE LORD 



Jumarj' 3. IMS. 

TIk fidloiring poem, inscribed to the First B^IM 
Chnrdi of Norwich, Conn^ was read by HiM Annie C. 
I> at thrir recent Christmat Entertunment 

Tbrongti earnest aolidtatian. It is giren in lUs form. 
Those conversant with the Iiistorj of this Clmrch tlie 
past dgfat years will easily perceive the drift of the 
aathoT. To others, some portions may be enigmatlcaL 

Within our loved New E^glaod shores there 

stood 
A city grand. Famed were her stalwart sons 
And daughters fair, in learning and in lore, 
In varied art, and science, and in skill. 
The product of her induBtries were sent 
To nations far and near. Amid her hills 
And vales arose high toward the arch of 

heaven. 
The dome and spire of school and convent rare, 
Cathedrals rich and vast, and churches great 
And beautiful, a score. The former bells 
Rang out their peals to urchins poor, as well 
As rich, to thither haste to store their minds 
With knowledge sage and learning deep. But 

when 
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The vestal chimes of Sabbath day, or Fast, 
Or Friday Good, or Easter Festival, 
By which we do commemorate our Christ 
And risen Lord, it was that all who loved 
The great Redeemer's name, should forthwith 

haste 
To worship at the mandate call. So here 
Th' enchanted scene of love, good will and 

peace. 
In bright New England's Rose, the muse would 

chant 
In verse, in hopes that some outside might draw 
Instruction from this simple tale of faith 
And love and works, — a miracle indeed. 

A decade since, and like the mother earth 
On many sloping hills anear, was found 
A spot, unfruitful, barren, and untilled 
By man. This waste of land by some was 

sought, 
And held, that when the First should sunken be, 
A branch to Central Zion might arise. 
To this decree of Central power the times 
Adversely proved. For 'mong the bones that 

long 
In dormant state had lain, and dry as in 
Ezekiel's vision bright, a rustling, faint, 
Was heard. Behold! a breath from Heaven 

had reached ■ 
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The First. A noise, a shaking sound! And 

then 
A sight that made the Angel Choir of God 
Rejoice in song and loud hosannas clear. 
Lo! bone to bone moved surely on, and flesh 
And sinew formed and covered them anew. 
The Lord of Hosts from North and South, and 

East 
And West, His living breath infused. They 

lived, 
And breathed, and stood upon their feet once 

more. 
An army smaU, yet great in faith. 

Now in 
This time, a Frost,* both strong and zealous 

too. 
Most unexpected came, and sung and taught. 
The virtues centuries agone were first 
Proclaimed, endeared, and spread by Him who 

spake 
As ne'er before was heard since Earth received 
Her form and light. 'Twas then that life and 

shape 

From chaos came, and planned the Temple 

soon 
To be. "Arise, and onward go, nor turn 
•R^v, G» C. Frpst. 
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Thee back," the Spirit said. Then moved the 

church 
And people on, unheaved by sturdy Frost, 
Unto the spot already sung, as held 
Designedly for them. 'Twas here, with charms 
Of beauty great, and fit convenience rare. 
And on the street that's called West Main, and 

from 
The which Fairmownt due North extends, 
A stately edifice of Gothic style 
And architect unique, was huilt through faith 
And love to Him who bore the cross, and law 
Fulfilled. The smaller temple of the House 
By Frost was dedicated to the Lord. 
And then upon this hillside waste, the large 
And double vestry doors were opened wide 
That rich and poor and all, alike might come 
And enter !n to worship, praise and pray. 
But here the work of Frost was now thought 

done. 
The Macedonian cry for help and aid 
Had given been ; — so other calls for him 
Were quick responded to. 

Again a man 
Of God was sought and found, near where the 

great 
And mighty waters roll; hard by, so-called, 
The City of the Ehns, and in the south- 
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Most coast of Steady land. He came forth- 
with, 
And called unto the people to present 
Themselves within the Holy Temple of 
The Lord that they might pardon find. And 

scores 
Came in and bowed the knee, and brought their 

tithes 
And offrings too, that thus the goodly work 
The Lord had given them in hand to do, 
Should speedily be done. And so with hearts 
Of love and prayer of faith they strove, led on 
By Dickinson,* to crown the work they had 
Begun. At last the day arrived when all 
The people should within the Courts make 

haste. 
So on the Thirteenth day and Second month 
Of Eighteen hundred eighty- four was word 
Sent out to elders, priests, and others too. 
That they should come, and render help and 

aid 
And praises sing, and offer prayer, and give 
The Lord the richest treasures of their mind 
And heart, that thus, by solemn act sincere. 
The House should fully consecrated be 
Forever and forever to the Lord. 
So priests and elders came, and deacons too, 

* Rev. F. B. Dickinson. 
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And also gathered there much people round 
About, and filled the Courts. And all within 
Oblation gave, and chanted loving praise 
With organ, song, and anthems loud and clear ; 
And elders prayed and spoke anon. So thus 
Unto the Lord the House they gave. 

This work 
Of love to Christ which now to you the bard 
Has sung, and which to not a few was thought 
To be beyond the First — and hence might seem 
A miracle almost to be — has been 
Repeated o'er and o'er in other lands 
For eighteen centuries of time, and more. 
And still in every land and clime they rise 
To beacon man from earth to heaven. Lo ! 'tis 
Because of love, and faith, and hope divine, 
They have for Him who Christmas day was 
bom. 



OPENING ADDRESS AND PRAYER 
Written by request, and spoken hy Miss Annie E. B. 

Kind parents, friends, and teachers dear, 
I represent these children here; 
And give to you their welcome call, — 
"A Merry Christmas," one and all. 
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We love the merry Christmas time. 
Because Kris Kringle's on the line. 
And brings us diildren, girls and boys, 
Nice trinkets, books, and other toys. 

Of all the festal times, we say 
There's none that equals Christmas day; 
For then it was that Christ came down 
To give the faithful each a crown. 

Instruction then we pray you give 
Of such a kind, that we may live 
With friends and playmates here in love. 
And afterwards, with Christ above. 



PRAYER 

And now, our Heavenly Father, most gra- 
cious Lord, look down in love and mercy upon 
thy children meekly bowed before Thee. And 
forgive each our every sin. And bless our par- 
ents and teachers, and all in thy presence; and 
prepare us, so that when we die, our souls may 
live with Thee in glory, for Christ's sake. 
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IN MEMORIAM 

Tune, "Harp of Tara's Halls.** 

To the memoiy of the builders of the First Baptist 
Church, Norwicl^ Conn., on occasion of the burning of 
the mortgage note, March 9d, 1910, which was given at 
the time of the erection of the edifice. 

The voices that once joined in glee, 

And filled our hearts with love, 
And reared this Temple now so free, 

And prayed to God above, 
Are silent now, and ne'er again 

Their voices will we hear; 
For they are with their Lord and King, 

Where we must soon appear. 

No more we'll hear their words of cheer. 

No more their songs will thrill. 
No more they'll tread these rooms so dear. 

No more these seats they'll fill; 
For they are in Immanuel's land. 

And dwell with saints on high; 
And round the great white throne they stand. 

And chant His praise for aye. 
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THE FEAST OF TABERNACLES 

OR 

THE HARVEST FESTIVAL 

In the days of the Israelites, when their Moses 

wa,s guide, 
From Jehovah there came certain laws to abide. 
Now for them to observe were three Feasts in 

the year, 
And the first was the Passover, April first near. 
Coming second in turn was the Pentecost Feast, 
When the first fruits were brought by all good 

men at least. 

Now the Harvest of Feasts was the last of the 

three, 
Holding seven days of time, in October to be; 
For 'twas then that the grain and all fruits of 

the land 
Would be gathered and housed as their needs 

should demand. 
All male Israelites born these great feasts 

must attend. 
And give thanks to their God who the just will 

commend. 
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In the long lapse of time, more than three thou- 
sand years. 

First the seed time has come, then the harvest 
appears. 

So in spring we prepare, and the earth with 
seed BOW, 

And the Lord in the autumn doth a harvest be- 
stow. 

If the plant be not pruned, or the seed be not 

We no harvest can reap, nor for lost time 
atone. 

Now the lesson we learn, loving friends and 

mates dear, 
Is that youth is the seed-time and in age comes 

the ear. 
May we then when the close of our life draweth 

nigh, 
With the angelic train of His reapers on high 
To our homes go with joy when our race will 

be run. 
Then the welcome we'll hear, "Your life work 

is well done." 
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SUNDAY SCHOOL SONG 

Tun^ <<01d Folks at Home." 

Heee in the Sunday School we gather. 

On our Lord to wait, 
Seeking to learn of Christ, our Savior, 

Learning of His love so great. 
Here to this earth He came to suffer. 

That all mankind 
Might look to Him and live forever, 

Peace and joy and comfort find. 

CHORUS 

All the world shall hear the story 

Of His wonderful love; 
And all the earth shall sing his glory. 

Angels chant in hymns above. 

Oh, teach the little ones to love Him, 

And to do His will; 
For in His arms He took and blessed them, 

And He loves and blesses still. 
Soon all these happy, little children 

Will to age have grown; 
Then cares of life will be upon them. 

And their childhood days have flown. 
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There m our childhood home we carolled, 

We who are gray, 
And o'er the hills and valleys rambled. 

Never tiring night nor day. 
Few now are left to tell the story 

Of our early days ; 
We soon shsiU live alone in memory; 

There well sing in sweeter lays. 



JESUS CALLS 
Tune, "Kias Me, Mother, Kisa Your Darling." 

Jesus calls the little children, 

"Suffer them to come to me;" 
Such are in the heavenly kingdom, — 

Hear His earnest, loving plea. 
"Oh, forbid them not," He's saying, 

As He takes them in His arms; 
Mothers watch and call Him blessed ; 

In His words what endless charms. 

CHORUS 
Jesus calleth little children, 
Calls them to His loving care ; 
• Yes, He calls for all to love Him, 
He's the fairest of the fair. 



•^ 
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Christ is calling youth and maiden. 

Calling young and old to Him ; 
He is anxious for your service, 

Anxious to forgive your sin. 
With the Father He is pleading, 

Pleading for the future life; 
Oh, how can you now refuse Him 

For the world and all its strife. 

Come, said Jesus, cast your burden. 

Cast your burden on the Lord; 
He'll receive you, for He's gracious. 

Only take Him at His word. 
Hear Him as He sweetly calls you 

To His service evermore; 
In His fold He'll shield, protect you; 

Enter through the open door. 
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BIRTHDAY PARTY ACROSTIC 
FOR REV. HERBERT B. WISE, NOVEMBER, 1891 

H E is not wise whose hopes are built upon 

the sands of time; 
£ temity to time compared cannot be put in 

rhyme. 
R eturns of birthdays ever make the thought- 
ful scan the past, 
B estowhig thought on what we've been and 

done for good to last. 
E ach year should make us wiser grow, that 

we may not repine, 
R ememb'ring 'tis true wisdom makes His face 

on us to shine. 
T o do our work and be approved by Him, 

the Judge of all, 

E. 'en though the world may judge us harsh, 
we'll hear with joy the call. 

W ise then and wiser let us be as flies the 

shuttle fast, 
I n every way to champion right so long as 

life may last. 
S 'O then as birthdays come and go and bring 

us to our own, 
E ach one who has the I<ord adored will hear 

Him say, "Well done." 
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THE PRESENTATION OF A CHAIR 

TO THE FOREMAN OF A PATTERN SHOP ON 
THE THIRTY-FIFTH WEDDING ANNI- 
VERSARY, 1904 

I'm a reclining chair, and here 

Am brought declining years to cheer, 

By mutual friends you've known long while, 

Whom now you greet with kindly smile. 

For five and thirty years you've been 

A mutual help, as all have seen. 

Near three score years their changes ring. 

Together still you're traveling. 

And can you, as you're looking back, 
See that you're on the upward track? 
And as your words and work are weighed. 
Toward heaven have you progress made? 

You give your workmen models true, 
Of them require exactness, too; 
And if their patterns be not right, 
You quickly banish them from sight. 

God gives to us one only guide 
To copy, and in Him confide. 
If we then other models take, 
Can He the wayward approbate? 
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Ah, no ! and bo I trust that you 
That perfect Guide and Pattern true 
Have copied well, and made your Friend, 
Who'll love and keep you to the end. 



THE THOUGHTS OF A WHIP ON ITS 

PRESENTATION 

Cabsie C. and Daisy D., 
I'm come for you to use; 

1 hope you'll think of Prince and me, 
And neither one abuse. 

You see I'm clean and straight and tall, 

As ^od whips ought to be ; 
But usage ill will cause my fall, 

Just so will folks, you see. 



GOLDEN WEDDING DAYS 

Shine bright with mellow silver rays, 

February sun. 
To grace two Golden Wedding Days 

That fifty years have won. 
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And may life's sunset gently shine 
To gild their closing days, 

With light and radiance divine, — 
A flood of golden rays, 

That into realms of peace and joy 
Their souls may wend their way, 

Where happiness hath no alloy 
Through one eternal day. 



GIFT ON EIGHTH BIRTHDAY 

Have a cup and saucer, dear. 

To set beside your plate; 
And fill the cup with water clear ; 

Or fine, choice chocolate. 

And drink the health of all your friends. 
On this your eighth birthday; 

And for your faults do make amends 
To pa and ma alway. 
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A FEW VALENTINES 

TO MY LITTLE FRIENDS 
I 

, — , February 14, — . 

Xhe fourteenth day I've often heard 
rFhe boys and girls are all disturbed, 
Expecting sure some verses fine 
From some who sign — "Your Valentine." 

Now Miss C. A., how do you do ; 
I'm glad that I you ever knew; 
And hope that as the years elapse, 
Your Valentine I'll be perhaps. 

So think of me when well with you, 
And sure to you will I prove true; 
And when your thoughts you can define, 
Indite them to your Valentine. 

A few years yet you need at school. 

To train your thoughts, your tongue to rule ; 

And when "bime-bye" you graduate. 

My hope is that you'll set the date. 
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II 



-, — , February 14, 



Dear M., you will not mind 
If I my likes convey; 
For you may thereby find 
Your Valentine to-day. 

As beams the sun's bright rays, 
And makes the flowers to spring. 
So, joyous be thy days. 
Your Valentine will sing. 

If you, dear M., permit 
For me to call thee mine, 
Then both we will admit 
That I'm your Valentine. 

How jolly I will be 
When you some day incline; 
And happy sure you'll see 
Your loving Valentine. 



Ill 

-, — , February 14, 



Dear E. I write 

To you to-night 

To be my Valentine. 
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I love how well 
I can not tell. 
My dear Mies Emeline. 

'Twill not be wrong 

To talk along 
With parents, Emeline ; 

And if they will 

Permit me still, 
Then I'm your Valentine. 

Oh, don't delay, 
But come and say 

That I'm your Valentine; 
For then my heart 
Will have a chart, 

My own dear Emeline. 



IV 

, — , February 14, — . 

As music charms the lonely breast, 
And soothes the troubled soul to rest, 
Mudi more than this those eyes of thine 
Inspire with love your Valentine. 



196 ILeaticg from tfte 

The spring time of your youth is now, 
Your cheeks are fair and fine your brow; 
But goodness, truth, and love be mine. 
So let me be your Valentine. 

I know not what may be in store 
In years to come, — or less or more; 
But this I know, — my heart doth pine 
For love of my dear Valentine. 
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A little chick I am I know. 
And I am cautioned to go slow; 
But then, how can I when I see 
My Valentine with Johnny B. 

It makes me feel as if I'd like 
To hit him with a marline-spike ; 
At any rate, it's awful hard 
To feel that you're not on my card. 

No other girl my fancy takes, — 
I can't conceive how he you makes 
To go with him, — the senseless dude : 
I'd pull his nose, if 'twas not rude. 
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He is not good or true or kind, 
And soon his ways are bad, you'll find ; 
So let him go, and say your mine; 
Then true am I your Valentine. 



A WEIGHING BEE 

"We hope you'll not feel angry 
At this quiet little joke, 
But kindly just deposit 
Your pennies in this poke. 

We do not ask your weight in gold, 
'Twould be too much of many; 

But for each even pound you weigh, 
The quarter of a penny. 

We kindly ask you, one and all — 

The invitation's hearty — 
To come and bring your weighty friends 

To our A. M. L. party. 

And if you find you cannot come. 

We hope that you will send 
Your little contribution 

By some obliging friend." 
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REPLY TO WEIGHING BEE 

Deab a. M. L. Society, 

Your missive I received, 
And laughed, I did quite heartily, 

And thus my mirth relieved. 

You're jolly, it is plain to see. 
Your jokes you like to thrust; 

I hope they'll all as harmless be. 
And good your aim I trust. 

You're modest, too, in what you ask. 
Which I do much admire; 

And hope that you will have a task 
In counting pence entire. 

I know you'll have a gay, good time. 
And coin a mint of cents ; 

Your songs and speeches will be fine ; 
I'll come, — and this condense. 
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ODE ON SPOT 

Old Spot is dead! that faithful dog! 

We ne'er shall see him more ! 
He used to bark when people trod 

Before his master's door. 

But now he's gone! No more he'll give 

The signal to his chief; 
And though we may some years outlive, 

We ne'er can hide our grief. 

In early life the woodchuck thief 

He'd drive within his fort, 
And there he'd watch until relief 

Should help him in the sport. 

Or to the wall the chuck might go, 

And there defy old Spot; 
Or elsewhere still; no matter though, 

Escape we knew he'd not. 

The squirrels, too, he'd drive away, 

And corner in some tree; 
And there he'd bark and bark all day. 

Unless some came to see. 

When cows along the road did stray 

Before his master's door, 
"Go, Spot; go drive those cows away"; 

'Twas said they stopped no more. 
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But latter years he grew infirm. 

Unable much to hunt ; 
Yet we were sure that he did yearn 

To do as he was wont. 

And frequently as if to show 

His love for him and fun, 
He'd puzzle his young master so 

He'd own he was outdone, 

For he sometimes 'twas said would go 

With horse upon the Hill, 
Or take a bag of grain or so 

To carry to the mill. 

And tell old Spot at home to wait 

Until he should return. 
And watch the house and watch the gate 

His daily bread to earn. 

And he sometimes would one road go. 

And back on t'other come; 
But which he'd come or which he'd go. 

Or which he'd go and come. 

Old Spot would never miss the road. 
His master would come back; 

But meet and wag in joyful mode. 
Then take the wagon-track. 
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But Spot grew o]d ancl deaf and lame, 

Yet atill he lived in peace; 
In early life he sought the game, 

Not took for life a lease. 

The leaves began to fall, and then 

Old Spot began to droop; 
And poorer still he grew, and then 

To totter and to stoop. 

In pity look the household on ; 

Thej nurse with kindly care; 
Prepare his couch with great concern, 

And gently place him there. 

Another morning's light appears; 

Poor Spot ! this day's his last. 
Short hours glide on, and lo ! their fears ; 

Behold! behold him gasp! 

Beneath the spreading apple tree, 
Which shades the garden lot. 

Was made the resting place to be 
Of faithful, dear old Spot. 

Then silently they wend their way 

Back to the cottage door; 
In tones of love and grief they say, 

"We'll see poor Spot no more." 
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COME TO-DAY 

Tunc, •'Maryland." 

Oh, hear the Saviour's loving call. 
Come to-day; oh, come to-day; 

He's pleading now for one and all. 
Come to-day; oh, come to-day. 

The gospel message you have heard, 

And you have read it in His word ; 

So turn and seek and trust the Lord ; 
Come to-day ; yes, come to-day. 

He knows thy heart and all thy ways. 

Come to-day; oh, come to-day; 
And serve Him faithful all your days. 

Come to-day; oh, come to-day. 
For you He suffered on the tree. 
And tasted death for you and me. 
That all who will may be made free; 
Come to-day; yes, c9ome to-day. 

Oh, look beyond this vale of strife 
Come to-day; oh, come to-day; 

That you may live the better life. 
Come to-day; oh, come to-day. 

Then we shall hear the cymbals ring. 

And all the heavenly host to sing 

The praises of our heavenly King; 
Come to-day ; yes, come to-day. 
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OUR LIFE 

How short, when time has swept the years of 

man, 
And brought him near that stream which all 

must span, 
To try the clime and scenes and what it holds, 
For all who while in life His arm enfolds ; 

How short is life in retrospective view, 
Like as a dream which seems as real, too, 
And like a thought or gliding of a stream, 
Our life is like; and like the dreamer's dream. 

And so, as near the shore of time we glide. 
Like as a voy'ger on the ebbing tide, 
Or traveler weary, near his journey's end, 
We view the past; then to His will we bend. 

How truly does the Holy Writ portray 

That life of man is like the flower in May, 

Or grass cut down ; so soon from earth man 

flies 
To live in realms, thank God, beyond the skies ; 

To live with Him whose love abundant flows. 
Where all are friends, and none are known as 

foes; 
Where all is peace and happiness and love. 
In that bright home prepared for us above. 
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